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cece crm, CHOCOLATE 
ssuisaly cree «= PEPPERMINT 


with velvet-smooth 


Tobler Chocolate CREAMS 
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Barneys Vitis 


| for India tyres but you 
The ideal Tobacco | do know the quality is 


there. Price for price — 


‘Il know of no tobacco so cool and fragrant 


and one which keeps so well in the many India tyres are the safest 


different temperatures that I experience . 
tctually I wanted a change of tobaccos after economy. 
years of heavy smoking and tried owt a 
great many different sorts before deciding 
that Barneys was the only one that filled 
the bill ’’. 





Ihe three strengths of Barneys are 
PARSONS PLEASURE - BARNEYS - PUNCHBOWLE | 
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ESSO EXTRA 


The great-new petrol with (E (ARPAGYAS 
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Esso Dealers in every part of the country join in wishing 
all motorists and motorcyclists a Merry Christmas and 
an EXTRA Happy New Year . . . which will bring in 
a new era of happy motoring with the introduction 
of ESSO EXTRA... 


... the great new petrol with 6 Extras. 


4 ot 
ESS8O PETROLEUM COMPANY. LIMITED. 36 QUEEN ANNE'S GATE, LONDON 8.W.s 
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CONVEYANCERS 


CLUTCHLESS 
DRIVE 


SUPERLATIVE POWER 
TRANSMISSION FOR 
FORK LIFT TRUCKS 


Starting, stcpping and stacking 
all day long means a hard and 


Why 


short life for che normal friction 
The amount of clutch 
work associated with fork 


clutch 


truck operation has no 


parallel in cther 


f petro 
fts 6,000 ib. at 

vad centre to I2 ft 
Alternative lifts up 
14 ft. available. Full 


nformatior nm request 


qmce’ FORK TRUCKS LTD. 


LIVERPOOL 


this truck gives smooth control, 
no driver fatigue, low maintenance 


the new driver 


Telephone 


vehicles. With no 


ot, eine Sia 


clutch and mo gear changing 
$.M.9. Aluminium Hangars 
im cost with steel and concrete 


and, of course, no paint 


cests, and is foolproof even with 


ALMIN LIMITED 


FARNHAM ROYAL - 


ama 
= 


are permanent buildings, directly competitive 
plus STARTLING erection times 


g is required. Let us send you details 


FARNHAM COMMON 595 


ROAD, WARRINGTON 


WARRINGTON 2244 





begmemt: 11 PENCIL £2 fife 
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THE WEBLEY M. itt AIR RIFLE 


od 
m can be destroyeo 
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wrate and power 
Target Practice 


copFrey avis 


Europe’s largest Car Hire Operators 


New British 
& French Cars 


Self-drive 
Chauffeur-driven 
Anywhere, anytime 


Specie! 
rates for 


Short-term contract 
three months or 
the winter 


CAREFREE MOTORING: Godfrey Davis supply you with 
only the finest cars—all serviced and maintained in top 
condition. For first class engine performance and con- 
stant protection, each car is lubricated with SHELL 
LONDON: 7 ECCLESTON STREET, S.W.1 
TELEPHONE : SLOane 0022 Cables - Quickmilez, London = 
Also at Neasden Lane, London, N.W.10 (GlAdstione 6474) —— a 
and 112 North End Road, London, W.14 (FULham 6846) 
PARIS: s © . GODFREY DAVIS 


38 AVENUE de FRIEDLAND, PARIS 8° | 


Wegrem 73.49 





Silumintum Hangars are bi 


wilt by S.M.D. ENGINEERS 


the Almin Group 


Gi limi. ash Clave /* 





JEREZ 
CREAM 


Choicest Old 
Oloroso 


SHERRY 


Rich and 

with the outstand: 
quality and flavour 
that only AGE. EX 
PERT SELECTION 
and BLENDING 
JEREZ (Spam) ca 
produc 


Shipped only by 
WILSON «& 
VALDESPINO 


Odtemedie from all leading Wine Merchents 
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.-. on calling workmen by 
their Christian names 
Kt was a source of pride to the good Victorian 
master that he should know his workmen by their 
names, Jack, Sam or Jim. Jack took equal pride in 


knowing ‘Mr. John’ as one to whom he could take am tps 9 


his troubles. Denes, Den 


Of the five generations of Doncasters who have 
carried on the firm since 1778, three took pride in calling their 
every man by name, and every man knew and respected the 
Doncaster of the day : 


Development in the Doncaster business of forging and treating 
Stee! became so rapid that new faces appeared more quickly than 
human recognition could take them in. But the spirit remains 
that of a concern of individuality and family Quaker tradition, 
with a strong personal contact between management and men, 
augmented now by the fact apparent that there is ‘room at the 
top.’ Of the eight present directors, two are from the Doncaster 
family, two came from outside, and four started as young men 
without influence beyond their own worth. 

We welcome correspondence from Careers Masters of ever) ind of school, technical 


and other colleges, and from University Appointments Bureaux, as well as from 
parenis,on the interesting and progressive opportunities we have to offer to young men 
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FORGINGS - DROP FORGINGS - HARDENED STEEL ®OLLS + HEAT TREATMENT 





With the worst of winter's —— a 
weather yet to come... | P ee 


Too many businesses suffer from three way time 
wet, greasy roads, snow, ice—the con- losses . . . time lost through late starting of day or shift ; 
ditions that every motorist dreads. There is time lost through early knocking off for breaks or leaving 
only one thing that can reduce the dangers and time lost by workers trying to find out what o'clock 
of motoring on hazardous road surfaces— it is. T.K. Time Control reduces such losses and extracts =| 
the replacement of worn tyres. more productive minutes from every man hour, It 
improves works relationships and gives Management 


ae now is the time to buy essential wages and job costing statistics — all especially 


vital to industry today. 


SERVICE , 
speeds production 


‘ ' ~ a“ 
For really severe conditions fit ~ - 
JOHN BULL RUBBER SNOWGRIPS 


~<—— — 
An Enterprise f Telepnone Rentats Limited — 


Head Office, Kent House, Rutitand Gardens, London, 8.W.7 
1OuN @uce eueeetn 
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6 Mr. Mercury joins with 


Santa Claus in wishing wou 


a gleeful Christmas and more 


miles per gallem im 1953 | 
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NATIONAL BENZOLE COMPANY LIMITED, WELLINGTON HOUSE, BUCKINGHAM GATE, LONDON, S.W.! 


standby j.. 
STOMACH UPSETS 


What « real friend of the family is 
* Milk of Magnesia “*. Grown-upe’ 
indigestion . . . teen-age acidity 
the youngsters tummy upsets 
‘Milk of Magnesia’ dispels 
them all. Baby's * windigestion * 
too, is soon put right. 


But ‘Milk of Magnesia’ ic more 
than « pleasant and effective ant- 
acid — it acts gently but surely as 
@ laxative a» well, A bottle kept 
handy in the Medicine Cabinet en- 
ures ready relief whenever the 


*Milk of 
Magnesia’ 


» (eaDn Mane 


Ofonr Juseet fot Affe 


WANT MORE M.P.T? 


WATCH THOSE KERBS 

The walls of your tyres are just 
as important as the treads, but 
Good 
drivers are never tempted to 
use the kerb as a second brake 


far more vulnerable 


Careless scuffing and scraping 
does a lot of damage. Leave 
yourself that extra inch of lee- 
way and you help yourself to 
more Miles Per Tyre. 


WATCH THIS TOO 

Next time you need tyres 
remember that careful buying 
as well as careful driving can 
save you money. Choose Henley 
and see for yourself. Henley 
workmanship builds in more 
M.P.T. The reason? The Henley 
Incentive Scheme, now in its 
fifth year, rewards better work 
with better pay 

Phy) 


YOUR DEALER WiLL BE PLEASED TO FIT 


HENLEY TYRES 


BUILT WITH INCENTIVE FOR MORE M.P.T. 








The distributing organisation owned and entirely controlled by the producers of British Benzole) 


ENTOKIL 


TIMBER FLUID 
KILLS 


WOODWORM 


All prices trom 3/3 per 8 o2. vottie up to 27/6 
per gal. Complece Outfit (Injector and 8 oz 
bottle of fluid) 10/6 Obcainabie from stock- 
sts everywhere. for expert advice call or 
write 

The Woodworm 4& Dry Rot Centre (6) 

23 Bedford Square, London, W.C.I 
Tel.: Langham 5455/6. 


Also use Rentokil Furniture Cream, the oniy 
insecticidal Polish, 1/3 and 2/3 per bortic 


RENTOKIL LTD., Fetcham, Leatherhead, Surrey 








We brought this 


Hu mM D 


from Bulawayo 


‘ all omar 
ia machine 
t a car and gives 


t would get 


car an artificial 


Peak kee A AP TNE ALA” 


ur Soap bubbles 
Even upholstery 
treatment 
partment enable 
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NUFFIELD UNIVERSAL TRACTORS 
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Head Office: 10s Piccadilly London W.1 
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Finishing special stoneware valve before firing 


Shaping the needs of 
INDUSTRY 


* Royal Doulton ’ . . . does the name set you thinking of fine 


china tableware or graceful ceramic figures? In industry it 
has long had a wider meaning, for the Royal Doulton 
Potteries also make many ceramic wares to serve industrial 


and technical needs. 
instance. 


Corrosion-proof stoneware, for 
For handling, processing and storing corrosive 
or easily contaminated raw materials or products, this has 
outstanding advantages. It is strong, easily cleaned, 
economical in outlay and upkeep, and completely resistant 
to all acids, except hydrofluoric. It can be made in a great 
variety of shapes and sizes to suit individual requirements. 


Learn what Royal Doulton can offer your industry 





Send for the special booklet “ Shaping the needs of Industry”, 

which explains the advantages and possibilities of Royal 
Doulton Industrial Stoneware; Porous 
Ceramic Filters, Diffusers and Diaphragms ; 
Laboratory and Technical Porcelain; 
Electrical Porcelain Insulators; Sanitary 
Equipment ; Stoneware Drainage Materials 
and Conduits. 


ROYAL DOULTON 


HAS MADE CERAMICS AN INDUSTRIAL WORD 


Doulton & Co. Limited, Dept. P.6, Doulton House, 
Albert Embankment, London, S.E.1 


THE ROVER COMPANY LIMITED 


Export Sales a New Record 
MR. E. RANSOM HARRISON'S review : 


The fifty-seventh annual general meeting of The Rover Company 
Limited (Chairman Mr. E. Ransom Harrison, F.S.A.A.) was held on 
December 19th at Solihull, Birmingham. 

The following is an extract from the circulated statement: 

I am pleased to report that during the year under review we have again 
increased our turnover both in value and in the number of vehicles sold. 
Our Export Sales for the year also reached a new record despite the fact that 
several of the principal overseas markets, including Australia and Brazil, 
have, during the year, severely curtailed their purchases of motor vehicles. 

During the greater part of the year costs continued to rise, but in the 
main these increases have not been passed on to our Customers, and we 
have, therefore, had to work to lower profit margins. Taxation, however, 
with the introduction of the Excess Profits Levy continues to increase. 
Although increased competition and restrictions abroad necessitate working 
to smaller profit margins out of which we have to keep our plant up-to-date 
and pay a Dividend to our Shareholders, the Government take an 
increasingly large proportion of our trading profits in the form of Taxation. 

POLICY OF EXPANSION 

To take care of the expansion in our output referred to above and to 
allow for further expansion as and when this can be achieved we have 
purchased during the year additional factory space. We have also been 
fortunate in acquiring the premises 
adjoining our London Repair Depart- 
ment which will enable us to provide 
increased service facilities for our cys- 
tomers in the London Area. 

Development of the Gas Turbine Car 
has continued during the year, and last 
June we established a speed record of over THE LAND ROVER 
150 miles per hour in Belgium which has 
been officially recognized as the first world record for cars driven by this 
type of engine. It is still not possible to forecast when Gas Turbine Cars 
will be sold in — commercially, but we are finding that there is 
likely to be a market for smail Gas Turbine Engines for Industrial and 
Service pur 

The Surplus on Trading and Management Fees of £1,401,889 is 
approximately £100,000 less than the figure last year despite the increased 
turnover referred to above, and reflects the smaller margin of profit on 
which we have had to work. The charge for Depreciation is, a 
approximately £200,000 less than last year when we wrote off the whole 
of the balance of our Car Body Dies. After deducting Depreciation 
£173,958, Freehold Property Reserve £6,850, Auditors’ Fees and Ex 
£1,123, and Taxation £928,316, the net profit amounts to £313, 
compared with £258,030. 

After bringing in the balance from last year’s Account there is a 
total available for disposal of £401,562, out of which the Directors 
recommend a final Dividend of Is. per share less Tax, making a total 
distribution for the year of 2s. per share less Tax. 


BALANCE-SHEET FEATURES 

Fixed Assets have increased from £1,092,027 last year to £1,493,923. 
This is accounted for by the additional that we have purchased 
during the year, to which I have already referred, and further additions 
which have been made to our Plant and Machinery. 

Stocks, Work in Progress and Tools have increased by approximately 
£950,000 during the r and now stand 
at £3,199,706 after jucting a Reserve 
for Obsolescence and Depreciation of 
£300,000. Debtors and payments in 
advance have increased by approximately 
£300,000 during the year. Increased turn- 
over, rising costs, a somewhat casier 
materials supply position and the necessity for giving better terms to our 
Overseas Customers have all contributed to these increases. 

In total, current assets have increased during the year by approximately 
£750,000 and amount to £5,931,850 against which the Provisions and 
Current Liabilities amount to £3,327,985. 

The above results could not have been achieved without the active 
co-operation of all our Employees, and on your behalf 1 would like to 
convey your sincere thanks to them. 

The report was adopted. 


THE ROVER “75” 
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Where lies the Land 

to which yon Ship must go? 
Frshasalak 
moronting at breuk of dau, 
Festuvely she 

puts forth un trun array: 
ly she for tropic suns, 


or polar snow? 








What boots the enquiry ? 
Neither friend nor foe 
- gg 
Vue —— let her 
truwi w “44 she may 
Vie tiruds 


furmiliar muamies.a beaten 


> Over the years, the House of State Express has had the privile 
: ; S supplying the worlds most famous shipping lines 
Ever before her, ma ! ’ te 
ind a woud to blow ’ 


m Wordsworth 1807 SA 5) TATE EXPRESS 555 
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Le. THE BEST CIGARETTES INTHE WORLS 
“=. — $ ary 
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CHAREVARIA 


TUDENTS of recent seasonable advertising will be 

prepared for almost anything in to-morrow morn- 
ing’s stocking, from oil paintings, fog-lamps and bolts of 
worsted cloth to felt-lined egg-boxes, tins of Australian 
beef loaf, dressmaking stands and gramophone records 
of hunting-horn calls. They will have noted with 
relief that it was in the Personal and not the Christmas 
Gifts column of The Times that the item appeared 
offering a large quantity of sledgehammer handles on 





tempting terms. 


a 


a 


Those who queued up all night at London's main 
post offices for the new stamps were fortified by the 
reflection that it made a change from queueing up all 


day for the old ones. 


a 


a 


Government to Step In? 


“ 


.. a serious blemish on 
the game of lawn tennis. The 
weight and accuracy of the 
service stroke as delivered by 
players of international cali- 
bre has had the effect of dis- 
turbing the balance between 
service and ground strokes, 
and action to restore this 
balance is long overdue. It 
may be questioned, however 
"Letter to The Times 


a 


Christmas Day without a turkey, a 


. the case against the 
Italian system ... That a very 
unfair burden is thus thrust 
on the opponents must, I feel, 
be taken as proved. The 
question of the legitimacy of 
code-bidding carried to these 
lengthsshould, I strongly urge, 
be examined by the author- 
ities from considerations both 
of equity and x 
Letter to the Sunday Times 


a 


Member of 


Parliament has declared, is like Easter Sunday 
without an egg. This makes it, of course, altogether 
too much like any other day. 


a a 


“Viorm Fanovrs at Sromr or Pusron 
Till Robbed” 
News headline 
That brought him round. 


a a 


From an advertisement in the Summit Herald, New Jeraey: 

“The human race is divided into two parts: Those who 
fold their hands with the fingers and thumbs alternating, with 
the right thumb uppermost and those with the left thumb on 
top ... Roommates at school should preferably be one right-up 
and one left-up, or both right-up. Difficulties are apt to result 
if two left-ups are put together... When it comes to selecting 
a husband or wife as a life partner, it is even more important 
that a proper selection be made. There are four possibilities 
in the hand folding of married couples: 

1. Husband right-up, wife left-up. 
2. Husband left-up, wife right-up 
3. Husband right-up, wife right-up. 
4. Husband left-up, wife left-up. 

In 1950 there were 1,669,934 marriages in the U.S8.A., and 
385,000 divorces. It is believed that a majority of these 
divorces occurred in the No, 4 group, where each of the couples 
was a left-up 

Howard B. Bishop 
Human Ewnaiveertine Founpation Sumerr, New Jeuscy 
Write for free booklet.” 


We can't. We're all thumbs. 


a a 


Among novel solutions to the gift problem sug- 
gested in an American magazine is an Electronic Lie 











Detector. Recipients would be well advised to think 
twice before saying that it is just what they wanted. 


a a 


Scene in House 
Mr. Robens (Biyth, Lah.) said that Government back. 
hore hat taken off the sheeps’ clothing worn for the 
gonern! election and now stood as wolves with their teeth bared 
aml axes in their hands realy to ery out.”-——~The Times 


bes 


a & 


Robinson Crusoe on Ice in among Christmas 
attractions for children, Hysterical screams greet 
Crusoe's dramatic discovery of Friday's naked skate- 
print 


a « 


Demonstrators in Tunis blew up the empty house 
of a Tunisian acientist who was away at the time 
attending a United Nations Organization conference 
on the inducement of artificial rain. He is now, we 
understand, against it 


& 


SO WE HAD 


_— s nothing like a good conversation on a 
Monday morning. It sets one up for the week. 
Mine was with the Metropolitan Water Board 

Hello,” said I 

Hello,” said the Board 

You know that notice of yours! I dare say you 
remember those lines about Good King Wenceslas 
looking out on the Feast of Stephen! Well, that was 
what it was like up here, whatever it was down your 
way, only Good King Wenceslas didn't have to let the 
boiler out. And he didn’t shave. I don’t know 
whether the Board shaves 

I beg your pardon?” 

And I dare say you remember those lines about 
the Ancient Mariner having water, water everywhere, 
und not a drop to drink 

Vor any drop to drink.” 

Have it yourown way. Well, of course, there was 
plenty to drink, only it was all frozen, and I had to 
‘lig it up out of the garden and boil it on the gas stove.” 

“| think there has been some mistake——” 

No, there hasn't. I know you people. In the 
summer you make me pay extra for water in the 
garden, and then there's a drought and you say I 
mustn't use it, and I still have to pay; and in the 
winter you turn it off when I want it hot in the taps 
to have a bath with, and you still make me pay. 
You don't suppose the milk makes me pay when it’s 
turned off for a few days and I don’t use it, do you! 
Pipes’! No, the pipes are as warm as toast; it isn’t 
frozen at all, it’s just off.” 

The water at the main—— 


” 


PUNCH, December 24 1952 


The strike of engine-winding men, out of the news 
at present, will be the topic of the hour again after 
lunch to-morrow in many play-rooms and nurseries. 


a & 


“Bre New Secverry Net to Stor Leaxs” 
Headline in the Daily Graphic 


All right if it holds water 
& a 


An Indian visitor to this country broke a nine-day 
fast on a train to London by munching a British 
Railways glass tumbler. Two or three days more and 
he'd have tried munching the lunch 


a ce 


‘An extension of the line was built to Snow Hill, where the 
construction of a station was commenced in January, 1852. 
The firat train from London, via Oxford, entered Snow Hill 
station on October |, 1052.” —Engineering 


Many waiting? 


& 


A NICE TALK 


‘Yes, and who rules the main, I should like to 
know, if it isn’t the Water Board! Making slaves of 
us all.” 

“You may have an air-lock 

“Yes, and I may have an heirloom. It’s nothing 
whatever to do with you.” 

or a bit of grit in the ball-valve——” 

‘Bit of fiddlesticks in fairyland. And whose grit 
is it? It’s not mine, it’s yours. You must have put 
it in with your water, and now I have to use water 
that isn’t yours at all, and burrow for the beastly stuff 
on the lawn with a shovel, like an Eskimo. Is the 
Board ski-ing to-day, by any chance?” 

“The water was only off for three hours.” 

“Tt's still off.” 

“JT assure you it isn’t. This is the season of 
goodwill 

“And this is a good piece of my mind. Here I 
am in my snow-boots digging up water, and only eight 
slopping days to Christmas.” 

“Ten to be accurate.” 

“Ten popping days, digging up water that I get for 
nothing, and paying you for yours that I don’t have. 
Supposing you were brussels sprouts, and were turned 
off for one or two meals, and I had to eat the grass 
under the snow, you wouldn’t have the cheek to put 
them down on the bill, would you?” 


“I’m afraid you are under a misapprehension. 
What you want is a plumber.” 
So I had one 


But it was a good conversation, anyhow. 
Evor 
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“YOU'LL find the instructions,” 

said the assistant, “on the lid 
of the box,” and as I thanked 
her she was already turning away 
to attend to a more promising 
customer. 

The box was about three feet 
long and two feet wide. and the 
instructions were printed in six- 
point Bembo: 

“*Franchise’ can be played by 
any number of persons. (Extra 
‘tibbles’ and ‘spinters’ can be 
bought at any ‘Franchise’ stock- 
ist’s.) Each player in turn throwsone 
of the ‘google-dice’"—the red cubes 

until it points directly to one of 
the players. When this happens the 
other players ery ‘Mush,’ which 
denotes that the player indicated 
has been appointed ‘Trustee’ for the 
first ‘Spiel.’ The ‘Trustee’ issues 
‘tibbles’ (one of each colour) to each 
player, and stacks the ‘spinters’ on 
the board, in the square marked 
‘depot’. ..” 

That was enough for me. I had 
spent the best part of my fog-bound 
morning looking for a cheap, simple, 
jolly game, and I had found only 
expensive boxes full of complicated 


BACK TO DAWKS 


instructions, coloured cardboard 
and queer counters. Most of these 
games, I suspect, are invented by 
disgruntled and backward-looking 
City types, for most of them deal 
with sordid finance and economics, 
or abstruse fiscal matters. There are 
games for monopolists, speculative 
builders, spivs, Customs evaders, 
racketeers, profiteers, hoarders, 
money-lenders and so on, and they 
are all unsuitable, in one way or 
another, for my kind of party. 

The assistant watched me care- 
fully as I replaced the lid. 

“We've a new game over here, 
sir,” she said, “Very popular. Sold 
hundredsofthem. It’scalled‘Gatt.’” 

“T should like to buy two dozen 
old-fashioned marbles,” I said 

She was sorry but they didn’t 
stock marbles. 

At the little general store on 
the corner of Wilmington Street I 
bought two dozen marbles for six- 
pence, and after tea I introduced my 
family to the simple delights of the 
ancient game. 

First I drew a circle with a stick 
of chalk on the green carpet of the 
living-room. Then 1 rubbed it out 


with the sole of my shoe and drew a 
better one. 

‘How do we play?” they asked. 

“It's very easy,” I said. “No 
complications whatever.” : 

“Can we all play!” they said. 

“The game,” I said, “can be 
played by any number of persons.” 

I handed each player a marble. 
“This is your taw or shottie,” I 
said, “and these are the rinkers. 
You will kneel behind this line 
which is called dawks and project 
your taw or shottie at the rinkers.” 

“Like this?” said James. 

“No, no!” T said. “You must 
keep your nunk in; that is, your fist 
must remain in contact with the 
ground. No fobbing, please!” 

James shot for the rinkers, 
trying to track his taw over to the 
sideboard, but the shottie stuck in 
the ring. 

“ Aha!” T laughed, “now you've 
done it. You're fat!” 

“What does that mean?” 

“That you've got to go back to 
dawks, of course.” 

We played for about two hours 
and I won every game. Old as I am. 

Bernarp HoLLowoop 
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UNWARRANTABLY SMEARY 


TP UAT there is no sprig of holly at the top right-hand 
corner of this page, done in two colours with the 
red berries slightly out of register, I bitterly regret. 
Failing that, one would have thought that the phrase 
A Harry Cunmrmas To Att Our Reapers,” printed 
sinusoidally and caught up in the middle by a peal of 
bells, would not have been beyond the ingenuity of 
the printers. But one gets no co-operation nowadays. 


GIVE HER BEANS 


The above is an advt., issued by the British Haricot 
Council, and I reprint it here without charge because 
I see no other way of getting a touch of seasonable 
gaicty into this page. Strictly speaking, it ought to 
be framed in mistletoe; and the original shows a girl 
in evening dress eagerly unwrapping a two-pound tin, 
The thing loses a great deal, as the saying is, in repro- 
duction—-as does the amoeba, if a hint of impropriety 
may be pardoned at this festive time. 

I had planned, originally, to start with a drawing of 
the two halves of a cracker, with jagged edges to show 
where it had come apart and an explosion in the middle 
to indicate the result of the disjunction. Explosions are 
easily done by means of tapering lines radiating 
outwards from the word BANG, as can be seen by 
looking at to-day'’s Times unless the old thing has 


decided to cut out frivolity this year and compound 


for the 
leader 


loss by a mention of Serooge in the fourth 
Nothing conveys jollity better than a pulled 
and, if a political twist is wanted for the older 
you simply add Churchill pulling at one end 
and Attlee at the other, label the cracker “Parliamentary 
Democracy 
SPIRIT 


cracker 


readers 


and entitle the whole thing “Party 


Down from the cracker would come pouring a 
but what's the The only sensible 
course is to abandon any attempt to spread gaiety and 


cascade use ! 


GIVE HIM A GEIGERCOUNTER THIS 
YULETIDE 


AND STOP WORRYING ABOUT RADIOACTIVITY 








goodwill (maugre the above advt., which in any case 
mistires without the robin) and come down to hard 
realities. Here, for instance, is Mr. Oliver Lyttelton 
in oratio obliqua, of which he is so practised a 
that “he was glad that this dispatch with its 
wise and constructive approach should have been 
published at a time when unwarrantable smears were 
current against Sir Philip.” 

lhe phrase “thoughtless and ignorant mud,” used 
in this paper in July 1949, was believed at the time to 


saving 
master 


represent the absolute tops, in the expression of disdain 
for idle tradlucers, of which the English language was 
capable. But “unwarrantable smears” bids fair to 
snatch the palm. Even taken out of its context, lying 
stranded as it were like a jellyfish at high tide, an 
unwarrantable smear is not a thing with which the 
average man would want to come to elose quarters. 
With what disgust and revulsion, then, does one see the 
hideous maculation begin to stir, to palpate, to spread 
this way and that until it can truly be said to be in 
free flow—to be current! Thoughtless mud, at worst, has 
confined itself to being thrown at, or spattered on, its 
victims; it has never, so far as is known, taken on the 
attributes of molten lava and poured in an irresistible 
and engulfing stream over some hapless traducee. Nor 
has it shown a will of its own; it has been no more than 
the passive instrument in the hands of an unscrupulous 
flinger. But observe that the smear—and if it seems a 
far cry now to the soft lights of the Christmas tree and 
the flushed faces round the groaning board, kindly re- 
member where the blame lies—the unwarrantable smear 
is not only in motion, it is orientated. It is current against 
Sir Philip. It—or they, rather, for there is more than 
one of these loathsome creatures—they have a deadly 
purpose. We get the picture of a host of smeurs 
undulating along, their malignant eyes fixed relentlessly 
on their innocent and unsuspecting victim. 


SMEAR HITS TARGET 


‘UNWARRANTABLE” says Lorp GopDaRD 


The above is not an advt., and may have got in 
here by mistake. But, even so, a border of flaming 
plum-puddings would have made all the difference. 

This article is beginning to get a disjointed look, 
almost as if a cracker had been pulled at the top of the 
page and a shower of miscellaneous novelties had 
cascaded down. The fault is not mine. Given a few 
paper chains I could have tied the whole thing up 
neatly and buried it under a drift of imitation snow. 

But then 


as I say, one gets no co-operation 
nowadays 


H. F. Extis 


THERE "LL ALWAYS BE... 


Inpo-Cutya (now Viet-Nam) 

Borders Thailand (née Siam). 

India’s part Pakistan. 

Good-bye Persia, come Iran! 

Under Mr. de Valera 

Ireland changed itself to Eire. 

Britain stoutly keeps its name, 

It’s called England just the same. 
Justis RicHARDSON 
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AN EXHAUSTING TERM 
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RESIDENTS’ LOUNGE 


DON'T think The George has ever 
got more than two stars in any- 
body's classified list of hotels. It 
has neither modernized 
gone old in a big way 
The Residents’ Lounge is on the 
first floor. Here any residents who 
do not care to mix with the rest 
below may lounge on the tight 
glazed chintzes between off-pink 


walls 


itaelf nor 


relieved in their turn, and in 
almost equal extremity, by the 
Relief of Ladysmith. By the end 
wall a mentally deficient adolescent 
cast in bronze and inscribed purRrry 
on the moulded base 
in below her diaphragm, stares 
brokenly at the carpet. But there 
alone tea is served; and it was the 
need for tea, as a meal, which took 
me there that afternoon 

I did not take in the details of 
the company—not all at once. I 
merely perceived that there was 
company, and that I had _ inter- 
rupted their silence with far more 
damaging effect than if I had inter 
rupted a conversation. I slid into a 
proud, emaciated armchair on one 
side of the hearth, displacing a satin 
eushion so like an edible “satin 
cushion,” even to the touch, that it 
seemed slightly sticky. I stared into 
the fire. This, after all, is atraditional 
inactivity, and the fire itself was 
well worth staring into. The piled 
coals burned, like the tyger, with 
fearful symmetry, and flickered on 
the sootleas fireback in strict rota- 
tion, working up to a crisis every 
twenty-five seconds. The heat, at 


which sets 


first imperceptible, gradually made 
iteelf felt from a point about eight 
inches higher up 

All this took me some time to 
work out that time the 
voices had gradually become dis- 
tinguishable as such. To say that 
there was conversation is to over- 


and by 


state the case; but human speech, 
in its barest and most elementary 
form occurring It was 
im possible even then, to tell who 
was speaking, let 
being said It 


Was 


alone what was 
was difficult, even 
with the eye, to catch anyone in 
the act, though here and there a 
twisted lip or a flicked eyebrow 
suggested that communication had 
just been broken off. The flutter of 
small, shapeless sounds was human 
but unidentifiable: even the char- 
acteristic differences of sex do not 
apply when the vocal chords are 
barely brought into play. 

To the eye, however, though 
necessarily only in quick, sideways 
flashes, the company became grad- 


ually apparent ; and with the trained 
eye, to see is to classify. There were 
the retired 
facturer and his wife, sitting placidly 
with their backs to Purity, pre- 
viously dozing but now undoubtedly 
in some clandestine and domestic 


north-country manu- 


communication. There was the 
professor, with ribbon-hung glasses 
and a pile of books, occupying one 
end of a sofa while the schoolmaster, 
with a big moustache, horn-rims and 
an erudite thriller, occupied the 
other. There was the raw young 
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couple, tandem cyclisis and possibly 
even newly-weds, faving Purity; 
and there were the Orientals, very 
suave and baffling. sitting with cat- 
like grace on two impoasible chairs 
and staring at the Relief of Lady- 
smith with incredulous and hostile 
curiosity. And into this restless sea 
of stealthy communication, which I 
had first mistaken for silence, there 
fell presently a clear, sudden, un- 
equivocal sound. Something dripped. 

The noises stopped, leaving what 
was easily identifiable, now that it 
had occurred, as genuine silence. No 
one actually moved, but there was a 
restless flutter of eyes. Kars were 
cocked, though even in the Oriental 
this does not involve overt move- 
ment. Gradually the tension less. 
ened and the silence, though never 
definitely broken, was burred and 
lost its edge. Then, just as the 
silence reached vanishing point, 
just when the interruption had been 
dismissed as insignificant, it dripped 
again. 

It was a broad, wet sound, 
almost a plop; and the most 
impassive of listeners could not 
doubt that it came from inside the 
Residents’ Lounge. I held my 
breath. I think we all held our 
breaths, because when the drip 
came again, as it did, much sooner 
this time, we all let them go together 
in a faint, chiming sigh, like the 
wind in the chimneys of a doll’s 
house. The tension mounted with 
an unbelievable rapidity. Only the 
Orientals made any success of 
concealing their emotion. 

By the fifth or sixth drip most 
of us had located the sound on the 
polished boards behind the main 
sofa. By the eighth we had seen the 
spreading patch on the ceiling; and 
then, before any word had been said, 
the corner of a sheet of ceiling-paper 
wilted silently away and the drip 
became a trickle. Right in the 
middle of the room, shining and 


incredible, a wire-thin column of 


water vibrated 
ceiling and floor. 

Words broke out on all sides 
but, with a nightmare unreality, 
from the wrong directions. ‘‘ Dear 
me,” said the manufacturer in a dry, 
thin, scholarly voice, “I am afraid 
there is a leak somewhere.” 


gently between 


“All there is in this cracker is a motto 
saying “A fool and his money are soon parted.’” 


“Eh, Fred lud,” said the pro- 
fessor to the schoolmaster, 
woon’s left bath-toob rooning.” 

“But darling,” said the raw 
young woman, “do look, too fright- 
ful. Better tell Charles and ask him 


*“sgoom 


to cope. 
things.” 


He's got spanners and 


“Say, wadya know!” said one~ 


Oriental to the other. “ Looks like 
sumpn boist or sumpn.” 

The door opened and a woman 
came in with a bucket. She clicked 
her tongue with annoyance and gave 
the ceiling a sharp look. The water 
stopped. Ske walked to the middle 
of the room, knelt and mopped per- 
functorily at the floorboards with a 
cloth. Most of the water seemed 
already to have passed on. She 
dropped the cloth into the bucket 
with a moist clang; and as she did 
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so a sudden gust of wind from the 
open door slapped the corner of wet 
paper neatly back into place. The 
woman got to her feet and went out, 
shutting the door behind her. No 
one else had moved, 

For a moment, in the silence, 
panic was absolute. Eye sought, and 
avoided, terrified eye. Only Purity 
still gazed at the carpet in cretinous 
dejection ; for the rest it seemed that 
the catalyst might be too strong to 
be resisted. It was the erstwhile 
manufacturer who saved us. He 
swept us all deliberately, one by one, 
with a cold glance, got out his 
spectacles, opened the book on his 
lap, pursed his lips and began to 
read. It was gallantly done. Tea 
came, by instalments, five minutes 
later, and was eaten in sonorous 
silence. P. M. Hupparp 








CURRENT ACCOUNT 


Christmes 


T° anyone who has 

studied from ¢ 
blanket-level 
orderly 


the @ 
machinery of 

a hospital it is un- 

thinkable that any 

system #80 decorous 

should ever fling ita cap over the 
windmill. No better lesson in the 
British attitude to ritual, for in- 
stance, could possibly be imagined 
than the superb protocol observed 
during the round of a general ward 
by a visiting specialist. The great 
man pauses thoughtfully and, while 
the crocodile behind him marks 
time, refreshes his memory from the 
progress-charts displayed at the 
end of a patient’s bed. Having 
come to a decision, he turns and 
murmurs into the ear of the registrar; 
the registrar murmars to the house- 
physician ; the house-physician mur 
murs to the until at last 
the dramatic news is broken to the 


sister 


nurse that Number Seven is to have 
a little bromide in his hot milk. A 
system carefully built up on the 
rustle of starch and the unanswer- 
able crease in the striped trouser 
has weathered so well that any hint 
of a loose moment suggests blias- 
phemy, but round about the New 
Year strange reports are apt to leak 
through from general wards. Holly 
on the stethoscope, some went so 
far as to say 
We began our investigation of 
these unlikely rumours at Great 
Ormond Street, thinking that if 
unything would get a pathologist 
false nose it would be 
And we found not so 
much a hospital as a chain of secret 
societies operating in a maquis of 
pantomime. The atmosphere of 
conspiracy that met us in the hall 
had been deepening, we were told, 
since October, and by the time we 
reached the wards our illusions as 
ex Number Sevens were so shattered 
that it would have been no surprise 
to hear that on Christmas morning 


into «@ 
children. 


the House Governor, dressed as 
Captain Bligh, put a match to a keg 
of brandy on the roof. For Christ- 
mas at Great Ormond Street is a 
planned revolution that turns upside 
down all one’s cherished notions of 
the majesty of medicine. 

Each ward is approached by a 
long corridor flanked by small glass 





cubicles. There is so much glass 
everywhere that you expect to see 
rarer blooms than girls and boys 
and it is on this glass that the fun 
begins—with washable paint. Having 
chosen their Christmas theme, the 
sister and her staff appoint an 
artist, the wardmaid’s brother-in- 
law or whom you will ;early in Decem- 
ber last year’s gallery is sponged off, 
and already we were tripping over 
pots and brushes. Sometimes a 
masterpiece is preserved, for ex- 
ample the magnificent Mad Hatter's 
Tea-party painted by an ans- 
thetist, and therefore offering a 
dormouse for once in a really satis- 
factory coma. “Look Out! Be- 
ware! This is Robin Hood's Land!” 
welcomes you to another ward, 
The Tweedledum 
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verses make a 


PUNCH, December 24 1952 


pleasantly unclinical approach to « 
bedside, and of course Disney was 
everywhere. Only one rule governs 
this unrestricted art—that, as the 
main idea of the glass is to be able 
to see how the patients are getting 
on, subjects such as “ Fog Over the 
Thames” are barred. 

These paintings are only the 


start of decorations which will spill 
all round the ward on thesame theme. 
One ward was doing the Water- 
Babies, and was going submarine 
with green butter-muslin, scenes 
from the story for the window-sills, 
and a wonderful set-piece with a 
real lobster and a boat riding on 
waves of painted calico; though the 
nurses would not, I gathered, be 
mermaids. Nurses and patients 
work together on all this in deep 
secret and such excitement that to 
leave hospital just before Christmas 
is the most cruel blow. One small 
girl getting better far too quickly 
claimed desperately that her toes 
curled in; she has had to be told 
they are not curling quite enough, 
but she will come as a guest at 
Christmas On decorations the 
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children have their own decided 
views. In one of Mr. Punch’s two 
wards we spoke to a boy dressed as 
a Red Cross Knight (the Crusades 
are all the rage at the moment) 
whose world was so bounded by 
flags and water-pistols that any- 
thing else struck him as super- 
fluous. As we talked we took care 








to edge him away from a useful- 
looking hydrant. 

Christmas at Great Ormond 
Street begins before the twenty- 
fifth with Nativity plays put on by 
the nurses, and stretches on into 
January with various staff beanos, 
but Christmas Day itself is opened 
by carols sung by nurses all round 
the hospital. Each child has a 
stocking, and there is a tree to every 
ten beds, with presents. As soon as 
faces are clean, Father Christmas 
(one of the doctors) appears to 
distribute the gifts. Hardly is the 
first clockwork train in pieces than 
it is time for dinner, and behind 
the turkey comes a carving chef 
who turns out to be the ward's 
pet doctor. Everyone, it need 
scarcely be said, has so much turkey 
and plum pudding that having to 


lie down afterwards is almost a 
pleasure. Parents come to tea, and 
by the time a few more dolls have 
been dismembered the wards are 
ripe for carols and supper, and 
already half-asleep with all the 
drama of the day. 

To see how far grown-ups forgot 
themselves we went on to the Royal 
Surrey County Hospital at Guild- 
ford. Here Christmas was also high 
on the agenda, though decorations, 
of the normal balloon and paper- 
chain type, were not going up 
until near the twenty-fifth, when 
the local Rangers lend a hand. A 
long list of festivities spread over a 
month covers all sections of the 
staff, but on Christmas Day the 
patients come first. 

Things begin to move on Christ 
mas Eve. Nurses act Nativity plays 
round the wards and sing carols, 
carrying lanterns and wearing their 
capes reversed, showing red. Next 
morning, having been woken with 
a cup of tea, a cherished Christmas 
privilege, they repeat their carols, 
and in some wards enterprising night 
nurses take round Father Christmas 
in a washing basket. All patients 
find stockings on their beds. After 
a short Communion service, held in 
each ward, and a special breakfast, 
there is an air of expectancy until 
the sound of trombones in the hall 
heralds the arrival of the Salvation 
Army Band. Blasted expertly 
through the hospital, “‘The Mistle- 
toe Bough” and other favourites 
put Christmas on a proper footing. 
Then come the Mayors of Guildford 
and Godalming, with an impressive 
rattle of chains, to talk to their 
patients while turkey and plum 
pudding (flaming, of course) are 
dished out. This is where the 
doctors go into action. Before the 
war they used to choose their own 
costume, and Henry the Eighth, got 
up at home, would step gingerly 
from his car; now the sisters are 
allowed taeir annual revenge, and 
the doctors arrive with trepidation 
to be turned into the Big Bad Wolf, 
or worse. Beer crowns the midday 
revels. After dinner the doctors 
parade round the hospital, the 
Mayors go down to thank the 
kitchen, the nurses wait on the 
maids and wash up, and for the rest 
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of the day the maids are free. In 
the meantime the Admin. Staff and 
the house-men have visited all the 
wards, probably a less lethal adven. 
ture than circulating sergeants’ 
messes. The Royal Broadcast, 
sisters’ tea-parties and carols round 
off a good day which leaves everyone 
ready for an early sleep. The 
financial side is interesting. The 
hospital gets five shillings a head 
from the Ministry, for patients and 
resident staff, and spends about 
£200, the difference being found by 
subscription. 

Obviously, important though 4 
good hospital Christmas is to all 
patients, it means most to children— 
to whom toys make all the differ- 
ence. The hospitals can never get 
toys, nor can the small 
unattached homes and schools. So 
perhaps we might remember that, 
when we go through our nursery 
cupboards Eric Keown 


enough 
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HEAVY 


HAVE broken their bread and eaten their salt and 
| listened patiently to their homilies on thesuperiority 

of British imitation port to the genuine article, and 
now they have got me in a deep imprisoning armchair 
in their hideous drawing-room, and if all that tearing 
up of old gas bills and frenetic hunting for pencils 
means anything it is that they are about to involve 
me in some sort of game, and I will bet a bottie of 
Chateauneuf du Pape to a vat of West African claret 
that it will be the Russian Sledge game. To play this 
game out of malice is forgivable; to play it in innocence 
(as they do) amongst relatives by marriage is to display 
a remoteness from life comparable only to the detach- 
ment achieved by a man who has spent his formative 
years flagpole-squatting in the Gobi desert. 

If only I had them all in my sledge—all, that is, 
except that girl with the languorous blue eyes, who 
has not appeared at these jamborees before. She 
should await me in Nijni-Novgorod, or wherever we 
are heading for. But the others! Ah! Uncle Gilbert 
there, you round florid man, you hungry wolf’s dream! 
You, who used long ago to compel me to recite at 
children’s parties; you, the first man under the mistle- 
toe; you, the organizer of jollity, the rib-digger, the 
advocate of forfeits—you are truly expendable, so out 
of the back with you, and we gallop away across the 


frozen steppes, with your forced laughter (for you have 
always boasted of your ability to “enjoy a joke agin 
meself”) ringing in our ears. And you, mine host, 


the founder of this grisly annua! feast—you are not 
much of a meal, but the wolves who get you will have 
a just grievance against those who regaled themselves 
with Uncle Gilbert, and while the internecine strife 
rages we shall be covering the versts to Omsk. 

There, we go much better now, but so do the wolves, 
who are spurred on by the hope that Uncle Gilbert 
has a twin brother. I am loth to exhibit harshness 
towards children, but—Cedric, my little man! I had 
to sit opposite you at the meal so recently concluded. 
Last year I had to torture my features into an 
expression of tolerant goodwill and say that it didn't 
matter that you had ruined my hat. The crossed nib 
of my expensive fountain-pen is a mute witness of our 
sole collision outside these festive occasions. Farewell 
Cedric! Here is my pen—you may defend yourself 
against the wolves with it—it is all it is good for, now. 

I see you, Cousin Emmeline. I see you, so far 
up front that you are practically astride our poor 
horses. You do not sing to us now, sweet coz—no 
more lugubrious ditties by obscure composers with 
unpronounceable names. It is bootless for you to 
exclaim that you are not clad for pedestrian travel 
across the icy tundra; the sandals and the filmy 
draperies you affect as a uniform of intellectual 
superiority have distressed me this many a day. Over 
you go, and be brave. Think—this could have 
happened to the heroines of Chekhov and Dostoevsky 
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whom you admire so much, You will not be alone, for 
Mr. Breddlebane will be following you very soon. Yes, 
you, Breddlebane. How you insinuated yourself into 
this family circle I cannot imagine. True, you dwelt 
next door to them in the dear old Muswell Hill days, 
but I should have thought that forewarned was fore- 
armed. Last year, when, to alleviate the prevailing 
gloom, I began to tell a funny story, you interrupted 
to declare that you had already heard it. If there is a 
more savage injury that one man can do another I have 
yet to hear of it. What I propose now to do to you is 
mere playfulness by comparison. Avaunt! 

So much for Breddlebane. 

I might have spared the rest of you, but ever at 
my back I hear the howling of the wolves, pursuing 
but not faint. Dear hostess, you started this. Try 
tnat bright, brittle, persuasive smile wpon our four- 
footed friends. Organize them. Teach them to play 
Consequences. Conway, my old schoolfellow, you ran 
me out in the Trumpington match—yes, you did! 
Not a ghost of a second run, yet you called me. Are 
you still as nippy between the wickets, or has age 
slowed you down?! I shall watch with interest. There 
is a long lean chap moving into deep third man’s 
position you ought to keep an eye on. 

Oh, bravely done, Conway! He has doubled back, 
and wolves have experienced a check. They are 
making a, wide cast, and running mute. 

Now for my lady with the languorous blue eyes, 
who is in the sledge after all, not in Nijni-Novgorod. 
But what is this? Or, rather, who? This repulsive, 
wolf-worthy character, all shining teeth and apologies 
for being late—is it for him that those eyes lose their 
languor and achieve that brilliance? It all too 
evidently is. ‘ 

Turn the horses! Come on, wolves—who wants to 
live for ever? 

Play Russian Sledge? Why, my dear, I'd love to! 

G. H. M, Nicnos 


OE, 
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PILOT OF THE POOLS 


WV - Permuting 


M* lords and gentlemen, in 
previous 


lectures we have 
discussed the various methods by 
which you may select the football 
matches necessary to win £75,000 in 
the Treble Chance. We will assume 
that, by one or other method, you 
have picked twelve matches which, 
you think, are certain to be Draws 
All you have to do now is to mark 
any eight of them, thus 
Wimbledon 


Surtiton 


Kew ° 
Bow 
Hanwuenunith - Stames 
Vackhiagton 
Vimeo — St 


St. Pancras 


Putaey 
Cleorge # 
Waterloo 
Tate Gallery 

Balham 
Greenwich Hospital 
Lang 

Fletcher ° 
Helgrave Kangers— Brit. Museum O 


King’s Cross 
Kensington Kovers 
(hiewiok 
Butcher 


Heaumont 


&/ 

That is simple enough, is it not? 
But is it! Look again. Do you see 
what you have done? You have 
marked nine, you silly fellow. You 
are out of order. There is a sad story 
of another man who did that: and 
though all his nine selections were 
Draws, he got nothing. Quite 
rightly: but it shows you the perils 
of the game. Scratch out that line, 
now, and start again. Then write at 
the bettom how much you are 
‘investing.” It may be as little as 
6d. or as much as £1. If you like 
you can do two or three more lines, 
any number in faet—provided that 





you do not spend more than £10 in 
any one week, Judge 

Now, what may happen— what 
indeed, is jolly sure to happen 
is this. When the results are an- 
nounced you will see with delight 
that you have cleverly selected eight 
Draws and, morally at least, you 
are entitled to £75,000. Unhappily, 
your eight Draws are not in the 
same line : 


Wumnbledon 

Surbiton 

Hammersmith 

Paddington 

Pimlico 

St. Paneras 

King’s Croas 

Kensington Rovers 

Chiswick 

Butcher 

Beaumont ° °o 
Belgrave Rangers ° 


19 18 18 

Isn't it simply maddening? 
You have scored only 19, once, 
and 18, twice; and to win £75,000 
you must get twenty-four marks. 
If only, you sigh, all your Draws had 
been in the same line! And with 
that sigh you are on the downward 
path to “ permutations.” 

Personally, we never did Per 
mutations and Combinations at 
school, and we are still uncertain 
which is which. But for our pur- 
poses, at least, they may be de 
scribed as methods of having it both 


wavs—or many ways But , of 
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course, the more ways you have it, 
the more money you must spend. 

You might, for example, have 
taken the twelve matches 
(with the same results) and done 
this—rather a sweet little pattern: 


same 


Posnts 
Wimbledon ° 


Surbiton 


° 
Harmmerarnit h ° 


Paddington 
Pimlico 


St. Pancras 


King’s Cross 
Kensington Rovers 
Chiswick 

Buteher 

Beaumont 


Belgrave Rangers 
9 9 


Then you write at the side the 
mystical BLOCK PERM— 
3«3—9 lines at 6d.—4/6d. staked 
(or nine lines at 1/-<—9/- staked). 

Have you the faintest notion, 
my lord, what all this means! No. 
Yet it is a very simple perm. You 
have divided your twelve matches 
into two “blocks” (A and B) of six 
matches. Instead of eight matches 
in each of three lines you have four 
matches in each of six half-lines. 
You may add the points gained in 
any “line”—or half-line—of either 
block to any line in the other block: 
so though you have still three lines 
only marked on the coupon you 
have, in fact, nine lines to play with. 
In the third half-line, of Block B, 


you see 


words 


you clever bishop, you 
have four Draws together (12 points 
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—the highest possible). In line two 
of Block A you have 11 points. 
You may add that 12 to that 11, 
giving you twenty-three points, 
which will certainly give you a 
second prize, perhaps a first prize, if 
no one gets the full twenty-four 
points. Then you may add 12 (B3) 
to 10 (Al)=22 points, at least a 
third prize; and 12 to 9 21, at 
least a fourth prize. You have spent 
4/6 instead of 1/6. But you think 

What a difference those three small 
shillings have made! 

With that thought, my lord 
bishop, many a good man has sunk 
So be careful. You say to yourself 
“But even now, clever though I 
have been, I have only got seven of 
my cight Draws into the same line 
Surely, by doing a more. generous 
perm, with a few more lines, I can 
do even better?” Well, my lord, 
that may be so—it is by no means 
certain—but let us try. Here we go, 
a “block perm” of 4x 4-16 lines. 
(That will cost you eight shillings at 
6d. a line.) But, you see, your best 
line is still only twenty-three: and 
again you have one line of twenty- 
two points. The only difference is 
that you have now three lines of 
twenty-one, instead of one—or, in 
other words, three small fourth (or 
perhaps third) prizes. 

Would you like to try again, 
my lord? Very well. But now how 
far do you want to go? We believe 
that to make quite sure of getting 
your eight draws into one line you 
would have to have two blocks of 
fifteen lines. That would mean 
15x15, or 225 lines. You would 











have to write one hundred and 
twenty little o’s in the right 
squares (no mean task, my lord), and 
it would cost you £5 12s. 6d. at 6d. a 
line. You don’t feel like that! Very 
well. We will go only one stage 
further, and try a “block perm" of 
5x5. That gives you twenty-five 
forty little o's; and will 
cost you 12/6 at 6d. a line or 25/- 
at I/- a line. (By the way, the 
dividends are declared to units of 
1/-, 80, if you stake only 6d. a line 
you will get only half-prizes. When 
the man next door gets £40,000 you 
will be fobbed off with a miserable 
£20,000.) You'll make it 25/-, will 
you? Very well, my lord. We think 
you are wise. But you see how far 
you have come from the innocent 
6d. with which you began these 
operations. However. Here you are 
same matches, same results: 


lines 


Wimbledon 
Surbiton 
Hammersmith 
Paddington 
Pimlico 


St. Pancras 


King’s Cross 

Kensington Rovers 

Chiswick 

Butcher 

Beaumont ° 
Belgrave Rangers ° °o 


®9 9 9 10 12° 


My hat, my lord, you've done 
it! Add the two twelves together 
and you 
marks. 


have twenty-four—top 


You have also one second 


prize for twenty-three, two third 
prizes for twenty-two, and six 
fourth prizes for twenty-one. Well 
done! But don’t get too excited. 
The size of your prize will depend on 
the number of Draws that week. If 
they are many, say thirteen or 
fourteen, many citizens will have 


been successful too. If they are few 
say eight or nine, you may get the 


fabulous figure of £75,000. But do 
not inflate yourself, my lord. We 
chose our figures to make our mes- 
sage brief and clear: but let us tell 
you that, whatever method you 
used, you were jolly lucky to get 
eight Draws in twelve matches (out 
of 54). In the next lecture we shall 
show you just how jolly lucky you 
were A. P.H. 

















— said father, “make fas 
cinating pets.” 

He was kneeling on the landing 
beside a shiny tin which had ‘Live 
p18, HANDLE WITH CARE” printed 
on it diagonally, in dramatic red 
capitals 

It says that in my fish book 
said the child in surprise 

1 was confessed 
father 

What a devil of a time you're 
taking with that lid,” Unele 
Ben, who had come to help in set 
ting up the fish tank for his nephew 
You want a 
that off 
from next door 

The child 
sards 

I'll get the gravel in while 
you're seeing to the fish,” said Mr 
Brigus. He began to hack at two 
small sacks which were sewn along 
the top with string cats’-teeth 


quoting 


said 


tablespeon to 
advised Mr 


lever Brigys 


vanished kitchen 


What are you going to feed 
them on? ; 

It says chopped worms in the 
book,” said father. “But 1 can't 
see anyone in this house being man 
enough to prepare that. It will have 
to be civilized stuff in boxes.” 

The tank stood gleaming and 
important on the landing table 
Mr. Briggs tipped up the sack and 
the gravel seethed sibilantly over 
the glass bottom 

Stand back,” 


who was pressing forward 


he said to the 
child 
with the tablespoon 

what did 
Can I 


Mummy said 


for! 


you 
want it pour in the 
other bag?” 

Better if I did,” said Mr. 
Briggs. The second sack sighed 
after the firat 

“There she blows!" said Unele 
Ken, as the lid burst off the fish tin 
Look at all those jolly boys!” 

Where !” said the child, trying 
to get his head between the two 
already bent over the tin 

Don't push, boy!” 

Well, I can't see.” 

You'll see soon enough when 
they are in the tank. Here we are, 
the three of us, working as fast as 


SMALL FRY 


we can to get it ready for you. Is 
that a shubunkin !” 

“It says here,” said Mr. Briggs 
doubtfully, “that this gravel should 
be sterilized. We ought to scoop it 
out and boil it up, I suppose.’ 

“I'l help,” said the 
eagerly, dangling his hands 
pink star-fish, in the tank 

Surely the stuff is sterilized 
before they put it in bags?” 

“Let's risk it.” 

‘Not if it’s going to kill my 
fish, daddy.” 

No fear of that, my boy. It 
certainly looks clean enough. May 
as well get on with the job. The 
boy will be getting impatient.” 

Uncle Ben was studying the 
fish book. 

“Tt says that the gravel and 


child 
like 


plants should be arranged artistic 
ally to provide a pleasing back 
ground for the frolics of our finny 
friends.” 

“It does, does it? Well, you 
bank it up a bit while I fetch the 
water.” 

‘Can I help to pat it flat?” 
asked the child, watching Uncle Ben 
smoothing a graceful reef 

“Not room for us both at the 
moment,” answered Uncle Ben 
kindly. 

“Stand back,” shouted father 
pouring a heavy cascade from the 
pail, The gravel swirled in all 
directions, 

“Look now!” 
vexed, 

“Oh 
all!” 

‘Must get the water in first, 
obviously, Then arrange the fancy 
work.” He bustled off for the 
second pail. 

Uncle Ben selected 
some water weed from the tin 

“Can I plant it, Unele Ben?” 

“ Bettez let me do the first few 
old boy. Here's a lovely dollop! 
He dragged out a fistful of green 
hair, his eyes brightening. Mr. 
Briggs, who was now scrabbling 
happily in the tank, held out his 
hand for the plant; but Uncle Ben 
clung to it 


said Uncle Ben 


daddy, you've spoilt it 


moodily 


766 
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I'll plant this 
for beauty 


I've got an eye 
Stand out of the way, 
bov 

Thwarted, Mr 
to the fish 


“Got a net’ 


Briggs returned 


he asked 

No,” said father, arriving with 
more water 

We can use our hands!” said 
the child 

It removes the protective 
said 
squinting sideways at 


covering from the scales,” 
Uncle Ben 
the open book 

Soup ladle!” suggested the 
boy 

The men exchanged glances. 

Hop down and get it then. 
No need to say anything to your 
mother 

Uncle Ben, Mr. Briggs and 
father took turns to catch them, 
while the child 


squeaking joyfully 


hopped round 

“ Forheaven's sake!” said father, 
holding the dripping soup ladle 
against his waistcoat and splaying 
a hand over a trapped and insane 
shubunkin. “‘Get out of the way!” 

The child stopped hopping. His 
mouth drooped 

‘I thought they were going to 
be my fish,” he quavered. 

“So they are, boy, so they are. 
Aren't we working like blacks to get 
them all ready for you?” 

The child fell silent. 


“TI think 
after all that 


we deserve a drink 
’ said father half an 


hour later, as he mopped up the 
landing. ‘‘ Now, where's that boy?” 
“He went off to bed,” said Mr. 
Briggs. 
“Well, I’m blowed!” said father, 
throwing the cloth in the pail. 
D. J. Saust 


ax & 


OPTICAL WKLLUSION 
Do not turn pale and sigh 
When Susan wanders by; 
Her glances flash and die 
With nothing to impart: 
The quickness of the eye 
Deceives the heart. 
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ET us pause a moment here, 
4 Where the pylons stride the 
down, 
And watch the embers of the year 
Glowing in the distant town. 


Here, across the setting sun, 
Darkly soars a latticed frame; 

There the windows, one by one, 
Twinkle into points of flame. 


Rhombus, triangle and cone 
Here are piled in frigid steel; 
wit There from warm and weathered 


ier, stone 
ol Mg Tumbles down a practice peal. 
4 ‘ 


ae — y E Fer into the distance flow 
‘ The long catenaries of wire; 
There the street-lamps’ neon glow 
Stains the sky with ruby fire. 


Firmly here the steel-shod feet 
Bear through silence, dark and 
cold 
The treasured light and sound and 
heat 
Magi-wise across the wold. 
E. V. Mitner 














THE GIFT 


\ Y tobaceonist greeted me with. 
out enthusiasm 
rhe usual, | suppose,” he said 
glumly A quarter-pound tin of 
Horechair Shag ' 
I shook my head 
No,” Tsaid. “A quarter-pound 
tin of Mellowdew Super 
His expression of gloomy dis- 
approval vanished, for the man is, 
tobaccoly speaking, an unashamed 
snob, and whereas Horsehair Shag 


ia the cheapest of all 


tobaccos 
Mellowdew Super is the dearest 

He made me a low obeiaance and 
took the tin reverently from the shelf 
You haven't smoked Mellow. 
Super,” he remarked, 
the war 


clew ance 


before 
And I'm not going to smoke it 


I said sadly No married 


“Who's 


man with a sense of responsibility 
can afford to smoke Mellowdew 
Super in these times. This is o 
Christmas present for my friend 
Sympson, who is a bachelor and has 
therefore been able to keep up the 
luxurious habits of pre-war days 
While I’m here, by the way, I 
might as well take a quarter-pound 
tin of Horsehair Shag for myself 

I carried the tins home and put 
them in my smoking-cupboard, and 
then noticed that the top of the tin 
containing the Mellowdew 
was slightly discoloured I 


Super 
was 
annoyed, because when one pays top 
price for tobacco one does not 
expect to be fobbed off 
discoloured tin. 


with a 


Then an even 
occurred to me 


graver thought 
If the tin were not 


there?” 
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in A.l 


tobacco ¢ 


condition, what about the 
The idea of giving an 
old and valued friend like Sympson 
a tin of stale or polluted tobacco 
for Christmas was insupportable 
Clearly it was my duty to test the 
tobaceo. From so large a tin a single 
pipeful would not be missed. 

I sat down by the fire and took 
my favourite pipe, and filled it with 
Mellowdew Super. I lighted up and 
sat back and soon had a good glow 
going. The flavour of Mellowdew is, 
of course, superb, but I was not 
quite satisfied. There was just a 
slight tang in the stuff. 

It might, of course, be imagina- 
and I did not want to take the 
tin back to my tobacconist and kick 
up a row with him until I was quite 
sure It seemed only fair to try a 
second pipeful 
Mellowdew Super 


tion 


like all good 
tobaccos, has an invigorating effect 
on the brain, and half-way through 
the second pipeful the solution sud- 
denly dawned on me. The tang was 
no doubt due to the fact that the 
pipe had for years been used only for 
Horsehair Shag 

Luckily I had a new pipe, given 
me by Edith three years ago but 
never used because of its peculiar 
drooping shape. Uncontaminated 
by Horsehair Shag, it would be ideal 
for testing the tin of Mellowdew. 

Again, however, the flavour was 
not quite right, and I was seriously 
thinking of taking the tin back when 
it occurred to me that the first pipe- 
ful of tobaceo in a new pipe never 
Not until the 
fourth or fifth or even sixth pipe is 
perfection achieved. 


tastes quite right. 


Good tobacco always turns my 
thoughts to higher things, and by 
the seventh pipe I was brooding 
sentimentally on the beautiful friend- 
ship that had existed so long 
between myself and Sympson, and 
on my happy married life with 
Edith. It was a pity poor Sympson 
had no wife. But how could he 
afford a wife so long as he went on 
smoking an expensive tobacco like 
Mellowdew Super? It would be an 
act of kindness to introduce him to 
a cheaper tobacco. Perhaps if some- 
body were to present him with a 
quarter-pound tin of 
Shag 


Horsehair 
D. H. Barser 





OR university students to 
band together in clubs is a 
common enough undergrad- 

uate activity in any land. The 
expressed purpose may vary, but 
one assumes that congeniality is a 
major goal. Students who enjoy 
chopping at each 
other with sabres 
would hardly find 
an associative com- 
pulsion in what is 
esteemed by the 
Corinthians at an up-and-coming 
School of Mines; the fellowship 
founded on winter sports would not 
solicit the classicist as such; @ poet, 
in some communities, would simply 
have to go it alone. But con- 
geniality as viewed by the under- 
graduate can assume strange and 
often baffling forms in the system 
of Greek-letter fraternities which 
constitute the social clubs at most 
American colleges and universities. 
The club, in this case, is usaally 

a local “chapter” of a national 
organization whose name consists of 
two or three letters from the Greek 
alphabet. There are scores of these 
organizations, and their chapters 
may number anything from a dozen 
to two hundred or more. The fore- 
most sixty of them claim a total 
membership of about 1,300,000, of 
whom perhaps a tenth or an eighth 
are undergraduates and the rest 
alumni. At asmall college as many 
as 80 per cent of the students belong 
to fraternities, at the big places as 
few as five per cent or less, and their 
influence depends heavily on local 
variables. Some colleges have 
abolished fraternities; at others the 
system has died a natural death and 
been replaced by local clubs. Yet 


AMERICAN 
VIEWPOINT 


some thousands of chapters remain, 
and it is their relationship to the 
national organizations that has been 
causing, in recent years, an increas- 
ing habbub in academic circles. 

What troubles the college presi- 
dent is the degree to which a group 
of his students shall be controlled by 
a distant group of older men who 
are more likely to be business men 
than educators, whose attitudes on 
many issues may seem to him 
harmful, who regard his authority 
as inferior to their own, and who 
will openly threaten on occasion to 
incite the alumni against him if he 
persists in policies at odds with those 
of the national fraternity. By in- 
dulging the presence of the Beta 
Beta chapter on ite campus, the 
college may have wandered into a 
kind of compact with Beta Beta and 
an implied endorse- 
ment of its views. 
This can become 
embarrassing, 
especially to a 
State university sup- 
ported by public funds, when Beta 
Beta’s constitution and the charter 
of its local chapter are found to 
exclude, however florid the pro- 
testations of high purpose, all 
Negroes, Catholics and Jews from 
the sacred and indissoluble bonds of 
brotherhood, ete. 

The baffling twist on this 
situation comes each year at the 
meeting of the National Inter- 
fraternity Council, a kind of trade 
association of the fraternity in- 
dustry. At the meeting in New 
York recently a special committee 
held out for “autonomy” in what it 
called “students’ organizations” ; it 
inveighed against colleges where 
fraternities have been ordered to end 
their avowed racial and religious 
discrimination or face expulsion 
from the campus. But the same 
spokesman 
insisted that 
the right to 
be “selec- 
tive” of new 
members 
should be 
held only by 
the national 
organizations 
and not by 


the local chapters—in other words, 
the students. 

Some tenderness for the national 
fraternity on the part of its officers 
is understandable; for the most 
active of them it's a job, an oceupa- 
tion, and one gets the impression 
that the whole enterprise is simply 
a circular exercise in self-perpetua- 
tion. The Executive Director duns 
the alumni for money to be used in 
stimulating the chapters to produce 
more alumni to be dunned. It is fair 
to say that most of the correspond- 
ence to alumni takes the form of 
begying letters. Some idea of what 
the alumni get in return may ‘be 
gathered from the list of achieve- 
ments vaunted by one national 
fraternity in a letter beseeching the 
payment of “graduate dues.” 

“Dear Brother Bobo,” the 
mimeographed letter begins. (This 
is the kind of generic nickname that 
a fraternity called Beta Beta would 
use on its membership, along with 
the secret grip and password . . . ) 
The first paragraph calls to mind 
“warm-blooded fellowship, college 
memories” and the reverence in 
which all Bobos hold Beta Beta, 
amounting to “almost a religion of 
brotherhood and service.” 

So far, so good. But what of 
the budget, the essential operating 
funist Alas, despite the “generous 
response,” these are, as usual, a 
trifle sprung. The budget is barely 
balanced! In jeopardy, consequently, 
are the following “services” pro- 
vided by Beta Beta: 

A national headquarters office is 
maintained. (Reasonably enough. 
No office, no place where dues could 
be sent.) 

Undergraduate chapters are 
supervised. (Prospective payers of 
dues are warmed-up, even as they 
are being protected from Catholics, 
Jews and Negroes.) 

Member- 
cards 

are ‘kept. 
(No member- 
ship records, 
ro mailing 
list to dun.) 
Scholar- 
ship is en- 
couraged. 
(Hear, hear!) 








loans are made to under 


Bobos 
tent mn pene ified.) 


graduate (Amount in force 
Bobos are helped to find jobs 
Statiatics omitted.) 

A new catalogue of the member. 
ship ia projec ted. (It's going to cost 
real money 

A national 


every other year 


is held 
(All members who 


convention 


can afford the time and money are 
welcome 
(The 


Also ace 


A magazine is published, 
printing costs are terrific 
shows 

Openings for new chapters are 
explored. (More duea needed.) 
Records and archives are pre 
See mailing list 


The letter 


erved bove.) 


concludes with a 


} 
| 
| 


rousing sentence about “spiritual 
values,” and the sad news that only 
a handful of the alumni (usually 
about a tenth) are kicking through 
with their dues. The recipient's 
name “‘on the bottom of a check,” 
declares the Grand Bobo, 
awaited eagerly His facsimile 
signature—familiar to Bobos every- 
where—completes the 


will be 


fraternal 
appeal, 


. ' * ‘ + 


Holiday Note—A Park Avenue 
dealer is offering various wines and 
spirits at prices which will inevitably 
create many a crisis of etiquette. A 
bottle of his refreshing Trocken- 
beerenauslese (1945) fetches a shade 
above £8, but he has other Rhine 


PUNCH, December 4 1952 


and Moselle wines for as much as 
£130 the dozen. His spirits—one 
of them is a Cognac deercribed aa 
Louis XIII, a distinct advance on 
the hackneyed “Napoleon”—work 
downwards from around £20 a 
bottle 

The etiquette question is whether 
any human being buying these items 
from this dealer at these prices will 
be able to refrain from mentioning, 
is he raises a sociable glass, their 
True, 1945 was a great year, 
but was it—or is it—that good a 
And, if the host remarks 
that he stumbled inte 
something really choice at a mere 


cost 


year? 
modestly 


£8 a bottle, will his guest necessarily 
believe him ? 


Cuartes W. Morton 


“ONTE™MPORARY 
SCULPTURE 
PAINTINGS 
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THREE PAIRS OF USEFUL SOCKS 


Y dear aunt used to knit me, 
i when curly were my locks, 
Christmas after Christmas 
three pairs of Useful Socks, 
each pair in heather mixture, 
each fashioned fore and aft 
as proper, taut and shipshape 
as any Bristol craft. 
I scarce found words to thank her, 
the tears in my blue e’en stood, 
hard though I fought-to hold them back 
unboyed by gratitude. 


My little friends and playmates, 
unhappy girls and boys, 
had thoughtless aunts who showered them 
with meretricious toys: 
lead soldiers sure of glory, 
but surer of the grave, 
dolls, every doll a model Miss, 
resembling Housman’s dolls in this, 
that they were like to perish 
ev'n before the brave. 


Aunts Agnes, Maud, and Edith, 
Jess, Emily, Jane and Ruth 


Were thanked with brief thai_xagiving 
by the playmates of my youth: 

of all that loving bounty 
the memory would remain 

at most until (for then by rote 

the seasons ran their courses, note) 
the frozen dyke was thawed and filled 

with God's sweet rain again. 

By then my dear aunt’s Christmas treat 
had scarce begun to mould my feet. 


Through all the year they lasted; 
Time thinned my childish locks 
less gently than carbolic soap 
my heather-mixture socks: 
Time, whe delights to change the hearts 
in our poor human clay, 
My dear aunt still remembers me, 
good soul, on Christmas day 
with gew-gaws—lighters tooled in gold, 
silk dressing-gowns, things bought and sold, 
but not with heather-mixture socks 
hand-knitted the old way. 
I pawn her Christmas gifts, imbued 
with shame for my ingratitade. 
R. C. Scriven 














Aunt Etta, my mother 


| ULLO 
nail 
Hullo, Aunt Etta, I said. 
Hullo, said Great-aunt Etta 
Kies Aunt Etta, my mother said 
There Great-aunt Etta. 
Lat me look at you dear. I haven't 
seen you for years, you know. How 
you 've Haan't she grown / 
Yes she, my mother 
It was all the gym and things 
they did at school, you know 


said 


grown 
haan't 


sail 


I remember I always said she 
was going to be a big girl, said 
Etta. Henry 


(sreat-aunt was very 


“Must you er 


REUNION 


tall, you know. She's like Henry 
She has his cars. 

We always think she has his 
eyes, my mother said 

No, no, said Great-aunt Etta 
Harriet’s eyes. And Harriet's nose 
She 's very like Harriet 
Harriet 


Poor, deat 


I was always sorry for Harriet 
my mother said. 

I said, what happened to 

She's fairer than Harriet, of 
course, Great-aunt Etta said. Her 
hair's pretty. 

Thank you, my mother said 

It's a pity she wears black 
though, said Great-aunt Etta It 
makes her look old. 

Oh, not at all, my mother said 
slack is very fashionable 
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I said, will you have a cigarette ? 

No, thank you, dear, said Great- 
aunt Etta. Does she smoke much ? 

Oh no, no, hardly ever, oh no 
good heavens, no, my mother said 
Just now and again, on special 
occasions 

She still lives in London, I 
suppose, said Great-aunt Etta 

Yes, my mother said. She's just 
home for a week 

What a pity she doesn’t live at 
Great-aunt Etta said. Why 
don't you tell her to live at home? 


I said, I 


She prefers London, my mother 


home 


said. There are more opportunities, 
you know 
Suppose she breaks her 
Great-aunt Etta said 
I said, | 
Oh well 


then, of course 


leg, 


she'd come home 
my mother said. 

You'd think she'd want to after 
the Wofs Etta 
What a pity you let her join up 
Such rough people 

[ said, I 

Why didn’t she drive somebody 
Etta said 
Horner's daughter drove a 


said Great-aunt 


instead, Great-aunt 
Daisy 
General. Such a nice, refined girl. 
She made some very nice friends 
in the mother said. 


We thought it was a good thing, 


Services, my 


being with all the girls 
She's thin 
Etta said 
Oh, we 


isn't she, Great-aunt 


think so, my 


don't 

mother said 
Harriet 

Etta said 


was thin, Great-aunt 

I said, what happened 

Harriet was quite different, my 
mother said 

She has Harriet’s mouth, Great- 
vunt Etta 
plainly now 


I see it 
Harriet’s mother had 
a nervous breakdown you know. 


said very 


If you ll excuse me, I said, I’m 
ifraid I have to yo out 
Aunt Etta 

Good bve dear said Cireat-aunt 
Etta It was nice to have a little 
chat with you 

I'll see 


said 


Good-bye, 


you later, my mother 
Marsorre RippeELL 





Impressions of- Parliament aT? 


Monday, December 15 


The Government’s Transport 

Bill has been before the House of 

Commons so long 

House of Commens: that it seems to 

ree have become part 

of the permanent set-up of Parlia- 

ment. Day after guillotined day it 

has gone on, and it was the chief 
item again to-day. 

Mr. Atan Lennox-Boyp, the 
Minister of Transport, contrives, 
sumehow, to keep up his interest in 
the thing, and so do some of the 
Opposition speakers—but the rest 
of the House does not any longer 
trouble to conceal its boredom with 
the whole affair. The debate did, 
however, enable Sir Raten Giyn 
once more to give the House the 
benefit of his encyclopedic know- 
ledge of railway matters, and to 
emphasize his consistent plea that 
transport should be above Party 
political considerations. 

But it was not until midnight 
that anything approaching even 
mild excitement arose. Then a 
gentleman in the Strangers’ Gallery 
emitted three sharp whistles—what 
sentiment they expressed was not 
clear—and was promptly escorted 
out, in accordance with the stern 
rule that all views have, in the 
House, to be expressed exclusively 
through the Great Elected. 

Could it be that there were 
glances of envy and even gratitude 
from the Floor as the unbidden 
commentator went forth into the 
cold, cold night? 


Tuesday, December 16 
Attendances in the House of 
Commons are always chancy and 
unpredictable 
things, as any 
Chief Whip 
knows, but the public (and, perhaps 
more important, the members of 
the crowded Foreign Press Gallery) 
were clearly surprised at the rela- 
tively “thin” House that listened 
to the important debate on the 
situation in Kenya. The Treasury 
Bench was for long periods deserted 


House of Commons: 
Debate on Kenya 


by senior Ministers, except those 
directly concerned with the debate, 
and the other side of the House was 
as sparsely populated. There were, 
doubtless, geod reasons for the 
absences, but it did not “look” 
well. 

It was a particularly well- 
informed and, on the whole, good- 
tempered debate, with sincerity of 
strong conviction shining from each 
successive contribution. There was 
hard-hitting, too, but an almost 
complete absence of bitterness. The 
fact that the Opposition had tabled 
what amounted to a moticn of 


censure on the Government, and 


on Mr. Lytrevron in particular, 


f 
YX 


6/\ 


Impressions of Parliamentarians 


Lord De L’'Isle and Dudley 
Secretary of State for Air 


sharpened the edge of the speeches 
without spoiling the very evident 
desire of all to end the trouble in 
Kenya and to bring about much- 
needed reforms as speedily as 
may be. 

Over the whole discussion, of 
course, lay the sinister shadow of 
Mau Mau. It was striking that 
every speaker, beginning with 
Mr. James Grirrirnus, the former 
Colonial Secretary, expressed deter- 
mination that Mau Mau should be 
put down, and put down decisively 
and finally. 

The major difference between 
the two sides of the House was 
over the question whether the 
menace was being tackled in the 
right way—whether everything pos- 
sible was being done to remove the 
root causes of Mau Man. The 
Minister was accused of saying (as 
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he did not) that the secret society 
had no basis in the economic con- 
dition of the country. When he 
spoke, Mr. Lyrrenton again denied 
having said this, and admitted that 
there were economic facts in the 
life of the Kenya Africans which 
made good and satisfying food for 
the Mau Mau vultures. 

But he added—stressing every 
word—-that not even the dreadful 
events of the recent past and the 
present would be allowed to hold 
up the sweeping reforms that the 
Government had in mind. These 
reforms might be delayed by the 
need to deal with Mau Mau, but they 
would not deliberately be held up as 
a sort of collective punishment. The 
subject of the collective punishments 
already imposed figured largely in 
the debate, and the Government 
was blamed for using them. The 
Minister claimed that (much as he 
“abhorred” them) they formed the 
sole means of dealing—mercifally 
and humanely—with the situation 
in some parts of the Colony, where 
grave crimes were committed and 
none had the courage or public 
spirit to come forward to assist the 
law. He quoted examples of the use 
of the same powers by Mr. GrirFirns 
—and added that he had acted 
rightly then, just as the present 
Government was, in his view, 
acting rightly now. 

There was much talk of the 
colour bar—a subject on which Mr. 
Grirriras spoke with frankness, 
sincerity and his usual good sense. 

Mr. Lyrre.ton, rebutting criti- 
cism of his methods, asserted that 
he had taken the only possible 
action in dealing firmly with a 
murderous terrorist organization. 
He pledged the Government’s sup- 
port for all possible reforms, an- 
nounced that the Royal Commission 
on African problems would get to 
work soon, and pleaded that the 
House should not be divided on the 
censure motion, lest it give a wrong 
impression of lack of support to 
those who had so difficult a task on 
the spot in Kenya. Speaker after 














speaker made it plain that those in 
authority in Kenya had, indeed, the 
full support of all 
Party, but even a last-second plea 
by Mr. Hanoy Macmi.ian, speak 
ing for the that there 
should be was rejected by 
the Oppromith m 


irrespective of 


Cabinet, 
mo vote 
Shame ! cried Tories, as the 
It showed that 
278 supported the motion, but that 


Mil were against 


ote was challenged 


ao it was lost A 
Government amendment approving 


f the existing policy was then 


passed without a division—so that 


on second thoughts 


so to BAY the 


3 


aad 
(Pp 

a 

\V 


[ 


whole House did approve the actior 
and support those on the spot 

It was day for Mr 
Macaitian. In addition to sharing 
with Mr. Lytrertton one of the 
greatest ovations the present Hous: 


quite a 


has given anyone (apart from the 
Prime Minister) he was able to make 
an announcement 


which sent the 


Government side almost wild with 
delight, and produced a correspond 
ing deep depression on the opposite 
side of the Chamber. This was that 
licences to build houses privately 
are to be from New Year's 
Day 


on tap 





RY 
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The 


1,000 square feet of floor space, and 


houses must not exceed 
must not use more than the appro- 
priate amount of precious softwood, 
but, otherwise, restrictions are to go 
delighted 


the Government 


There was a roar from 


benches, a stony 


Then there 


stience across the way 


were questions from the Opposition 


au estilyg 


that this was another of 


those subth Tory plots to give the 


house-owning well-to-do priority 


ver the masses who 


but Mr. M. 


summoning-up 


struggling 
wanted houses to rent 
blandly denied this 
a tornado of figures and facts in sup- 
port For instance, 235,000 houses 
are to be completed this vear 
200,000 of them will be to let, com- 
pared with 172,000 in 1951. 


And 


275,000 will be completed 


and 


another 
and 
Mr. Dick 


injured 


next year 
STOKES 
that 
number he 


cried, in 
tones 235.000 was 
and Mr 
Bevan had planned to 


build this vear (but for the accident 


precisely the 


ANEURIN 


of the polls) and seemed both hurt 
and surprised when this was greeted 
with a great roar of laughter from 


hon. Members opposite It was a 
good curtain-raiser for a day which 
was, undoubtedly and triumphantly 


the Government's 


Wednesday, December 17 

The Transport Bill again, with 
the same team of supporters and 
opponents de- 
votedly (at least 
fairly devotedly) 
at the post of duty—and, truth to 
tell, with the same speeches being 


House of Commons 
More Transport 


made by both sidesas they have made 
for sons and «ons (or so it seems) as 
the Bill has wended its weary way. 

But soft! 


approac hes 


the Christmas Recess 
with peace on the Par- 
liamentary earth, until January 20, 
1953. That blissful state may not last 
far into the New Year. Mr. Harry 
Hywnp, giving notice that he would 
call attention to “the out-of-date 
methods by which we conduct 
slipped up on the usual 
and, instead of 


business 
formula saying 
and move a resolution,” he said 
and start a revolution.” 
So, maybe, Impressions of Par- 
liament will be vivid—next 


year Guy Epex 


very 
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ACK and the Beanstalk On Ice, 

which sounds like a main dish 
eJ out of a deep-freeze, was my 

first experience of theatricals 
below zero. I went to it full of un- 
reasoning prejudice, and came away 
confounded. I am still glad that 
Stanislavsky never thought of 
putting “The Three Sisters” on 
skates—which might have carried 
them to Moscow and spoiled the end 


Jack 


of the play—and there are many 
scenes in Shakespeare, such as the 
bedroom one in “Othello,” that do 
not seem to clamour for ice; but 
in the case of a medium as elastic as 
pantomime I am a convert. It makes 
a nice change, and gives the villagers 
something to do with their feet. 
When I heard at the Alexandra 
Palace that it was the practice of 
TV orchestral conductors to watch 
on a sereen the ballet they were 
accompanying—the ballet being 
danced in another studio—I thought 
this the last word in the artificial 
absurdities to which science is lead- 
ing us; but the voice convention of 
ice-shows has it beaten. One is 
puzzled from the start to find that 
performers with every right to be 
outof breath can be heard resonantly 
all over a huge arena; then the 
answer is detected, a team of 
experts in song and dialect at a 


aT Te 
PLAY 


Jack and the Beanstalk On Ice (Empress Hau.)— Midnight 


battery of mikes in a corner. The 
synchronization with the working 
of the skaters’ mouths is done so 
skilfully that one soon forgets the 
deception, except when a songster 
in full ery comes too close. These 
master- voices have a decided advan 
tage over their colleagues in being 
able to wear overcoats. 

This production, centred loosely 
on flat sets in the middle of the 


[Jack and the Beanatalk Ou Ice 
Beira 


back wall, is lavishly and often 
beautifully dressed, and a mobile 
chorus travelling at high speed is 
cleverly used to obtain many excit- 
ing effects of changing pattern. 
Much is done with coloured lighting, 
and one of the best scenes takes 
place in the dark, the chorus carry- 
ing red and green torches that sug- 
gest fireworks. All these manceuvres 
slow ones as well, suck as the 
march of the King’s lancers—are so 
graceful and vezicd that the eye 
is constantly busy. The skating 
appeared wonderfully good, until 
Bevita reminded us that even in 
this class there can be superlatives. 
Young, and, if I may say so, 
extremely good-looking, Brxrra is 
a lyric poem of movement. Her 
exquisite poise gives one the satis- 
faction of ballet, and even in the 
most difficult gyrations her control 
is so complete that her skates seem 
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en Ree 


Sonata (New Lixpsry) 


part of her. But she is far from 
being just a brilliant dummy for the 
ladies at the mike; the charm of a 
humorous personality ia felt all the 
time. 

The broader humour of panto- 
mime is not missing. There is a 
skating cow, and a tremendous 
dragon—more alarming than funny, 
perhaps—a good dame played by 
Lucusce Gaye and excellent 
brokers’-men, Tue Turer LuPAREs- 
cos, whose trick-skating on the 
outer edge of calamity is in the best 
tradition. But the peak of the fun 
is undoubtedly Tak BaLcompes, 
two disreputable painters who dis- 
cover a steel ladder mounted on a 
central axle, and try to climb it— 
with results that left the whole 
audience in ecstatic tears. Why 
have I never seen these inspired 
clowns before! I would cheerfully 
follow them to the North Pole. 


About Midnight Sonata, by Miss 
Evapne Price, there is nothing 
worth saying. The first act is a 
collector's amalgam of witless bed- 
room jokes, the subsequent acts 
switch to one of the dreariest 
whodunits I can ever remember, 
capped by a trick ending which left 
us exactly where we started. 


Recommended 
Sweet Peril (St. James's), a 
thoughtful little comedy, well acted. 
Dial “M” for Murder (Westmin- 
ster), the best crime play since 
the war. Wild Horses (Aldwych), a 
Travers farce. Eric Keown 


[Midnight Sonata 


Rollo Roland —Mr. Desama Weis 











Lea Sept Péchéas Capitaux 


OU can see the influence of 
La Ronde in The Seven Deadly 
Lea Se p Péchés 
(seven directors); in the 


Nine or 
‘ apilaus 
films, it is a 
little closer to La Ronde than to. for 
British or American 
But not 


stories—one for 


category of “episode 
example the 


groups of stories very 


much, for these 
each sin, except Avarice and Anger 
vhich are combined-——are all by 
different authors and screenwriters 
vs well as being different in kind and 
different in style and treatment, and 
They are 
and all 


of Geirarp 


under different directors 
thoroughly self-contained 
the rallying energy 
barker 


bet weencne htwo episodes andat the 


Puusre as a fairground 


bewinningand end of the film, cannot 
The 
intetlectual 


provide a real feeling of unity 
connection ts artificial 
we know there are seven deadly sins 
sid these fables illustrate them, but 
they don’t really make one wsthetic 
w hele 
beywinning 


but 


uny more than doall the words 
with A in the dictionary 
this is not to say that some of 
the episodes themselves are not 
little short-story films in 
Probably the best 
last, directed by 


AuTant-Lara, a Maupas 


excellent 
their own right 
Is Prick the 
(LAUD 
nt - like 
plaved by 


beautifully 
MorGAN 


anecdote 
Micue®ur and 
Maupassant -like 
Gluttony 

Rim: a 


Francose Rosay 
slao in ite patie a8 if 
directed by CaRLo quite 
irtificial 


tical 


naughty story,” diversi 


with the double 
hall 
but more pleasing because 
Most 
deliberately 
Sloth 


sort of 
entendres 
sketch 


brite Hhigre ntly 


you get in a musk 


made artificial 
if ll is the 


taatically pl 


fan 


iviul (J RAN 


[My Man and / 


Ctung—Pasevat Garcia Pena 


ab the 
PICTURES 


Drévitie), which presents the 
ante-room to heaven as an office 
conservatively furnished, with Nog 
No®r as a benignly pompous frock 
coated St. Peter who misguidedly 
the saving the 
from self-destruction by 
making sloth a virtue 


nothing else in 


conceives idea of 
world 
There is 


this key in the 


Mile. et Madame de Pall 
the other end of the 
Envy 


picture; at 
scale are 
(Roperto Rosser.) and “ Lust 
(Yves ALLEGRET): and Avarice 
and Anger” (Epuarpo pe Finiero 
of O. Henry 
melodrama 
directs the 
and the ending 
Gérarp Putire looks into the eye 
of the camera and 
the Eighth Sin.” 
fine 


emotional 


is a sort mixture of 


irony and CiEORGES 
LACOMBE fairground 
scenes where 
accuses us of 
As a whole, it’s 
feeding 


confused crammed 


with pleasures 


My Man and I (Director 
Wittram A. WELLMAN) is set in the 
Steinbeck country, and at first I 
thought it was going to resolve a 
James M. Cain situation in the Cain 
manner; but the rounding-off leaves 
the atmosphere far more comfort 
able than Mr. Cain ever did, and the 


. 
central character is by no means a 


He is a Mexican 


Cain sort of hero 
farm-worker in California 
point of the great 
simplicity and goodness : the troubk 


and the 
story is his 


searred cynical young woman bh: 
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Wy Man and / 


loves tells him “ You don't belong in 
It's the old theme of 


whose nobility irra- 


this century 
the innocent 
diates life for everyone around him, 
and it 


though 


m rem arkably well done, 
much American 
propaganda for some 


The hero (Ri ARDO Monr- 


with too 
patriot i 
tastes 


ALBAN) is intensely proud of having 


Les Sept Péchis Capitaus 


® Morcaw and Francome Rosay 


become a U.S. citizen and his 
greatest treasure is a letter from the 
President. The people in the film 
who were born citizens make nothing 
like so good a showing ; in particular, 
there is a villainous farmer 


COREY) 


sour 
WENDELI who frames a 
charge of assault against the hero. 


All comes right, of course: con 
science gets to work even in villains, 
under the American system... It 
is a pleasant, entertaining picture, 
with much good detail and small- 
part characterization 


Survey 
Dates in brackets re 
Whether The Narrow Margin 
17/12/52) and The Steel Trap will 
still be in London when these words 
appear I don’t know; both first-rate 
Miracolo a Milano 
(10/12/52) is probably still about; 
Kon-Tiki with Les 
dans la Maison (22/10/52). 
The Pickwick Papers 
(26/11/52) and that pleasant Christ- 
massy item The Holly and the Iry 
(5/11/52) Ricwarp MALLetr 


fer to Punch reviews) 


suspense pieces 
Inconnus 


also 


Re leases 
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Far Away and Long Ago 
My Father's House. Henri Troyat. Macmillan, 15/- 
Julien Ware. Guthrie Wilson. Robert Hale, 10/6 
Young Men Waiting. Chapman Mortimer. Cresset Press, 12/6 

HE best way of conveying the flavour of Monsieur 

Henri Troyat'’s My Father's House is to throw 
together a few quotations: “ ‘Long Live the Tsar!’ 
bellowed the one-legged muzhik”—*“ “The watches of 
the bourgoisie are always slow,’ said Zaguliayev”— 
“Tania faced each coming day with horror, knowing just 
what she would do, what faces she would see, what 
would be said to her until she went back to bed” — 
“ He had always considered himself anexceptional being, 
alone in his evil, closer to God than to men”—“There 
was smoked salmon, sturgeon, beluga, large marinated 
mushrooms, tiny mushrooms in vinegar, fresh caviar, 
balyk, and eggplant caviar”—‘‘‘Do you know how to 
make bombs!’ he asked. ‘Yes and no.’” 

This enormous novel, translated—and, incredibly, 
compressed—by Mr. David Hapgood, has everything 
that one remembers from Russian novels, and whether 
it is describing horse-branding in the Caucasus or 
arguments over the technique of revolution it is always 
readable and assured, Its author is a Parisian who 
comes from an émigré family, and his panorama of 
Russian life between 1888 and 1914 is filled with a 
lively nostalgia. He has the gusto of Mrs. Parkinson 
Keyes in describing details of food and dress, but his 
interests extend to politics, which he covers fairly and 
fully. The weakness of the novel is in characterization. 
The hero is an Armenianized Cherkess, the heir to a 
chain store, who eventually becomes a big business 
man in Moscow. The villain is pure Russian and his 
ears stick out: Cherkess ears are kept flat against the 
head by the wearing of a tight cap from infancy. 
These differences of nurture never develop into 
differences of personality. It is fair to add, however, 
that in this kind of historical and geographical patch- 
work psychology is comparatively expendable. 

In Julien Ware Mr. Guthrie Wilson recounts the 
career of a man who is driven and warped by an 
obsession about reclaiming the derelict wasteland where 
he grew up in poverty. Although the development of 
New Zealand is probably intended to be the theme, 
the chief interest is in watching the hero butt his will 
against social and financial obstacles as he fights his 
way up to become a leading lawyer, buy the wasteland 
and marry the daughter of his father’s employer. The 
struggle calls out, but does not completely absorb, a 
ruthlessness that is matched by the aristocratic ruthless- 
ness of the wife, and the marriage breaks up: but the 
country demands the human equivalent of a bulldozer, 
and the inevitable result is that personal relations 
must suffer. Mr. Wilson’s writing moves stiffly and 
he is not able to evoke a landscape vividly enough 
to make Julien Ware's passion for it credible. His 


Office, 


great gift is his ability to infect the reader with his 
own curiosity about people. 

Mr. Chapman Mortimer is a very professional writer 
of great ambition and talent. Unlike much con-_ 
temporary fiction, his books are each quite different, 
not undigested gobbets of autobiography; they are 
stages in a progress that, one feels, has been almost 
too carefully planned. Young Men Waiting describes 
the effect of a young man with a dog on three art 
students. His silent presence at the restaurant where 
they eat exacerbates latent conflicts until the trio is 
eplit, two of its members dying. Mr. Mortimer’s 
low-toned prose has wonderful visual clarity. The 
scenes in the streets, the art school and the studio 
have the clear outlines of scenes in a shadowgraph. 
As in a dream, the incidents and figures have precision ; 
it is the relation between them that is incomprehensible 
to the waking mind. I found that my inability to see 
any pattern in the book made me increasingly bored 
and repelled by it; but I suspect that Mr. Mortimer 
would object that I was reacting like the people who 
complained that they could not identify the subject of 
a Whistler “ Arrangement.” R.G. G. Price 


In the Nazi Era. Sir Lewis Namicr. Macmillan, 12/6 
Mussolini said that the Germans are dangerous 
because they dream collectively. And Sir Lewis 
Namier pertinently observes that more than that: 
“they remember collectively, they invent collectively, 
they are unsurpassed in mental gregariousness.” His 
destructive analytical examination of the apologias of 











“ You haven’t eaten that fish yet, bave ynu?”? 
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the men 
Kordt 


—_ rved 


Dirksen, Weizeicker, Schmidt, the brothers 
uwvl the Generalsa—who willingly or unwillingly 
Hitler, as well as of the relevant British and 
German diplomatic documents, fully substantiates the 
truth of that Moreover, Sir Lewts con 
clusively proves that taken as a whole these memoirs 
seek to blame the Western Powers for all that has 
happened in the last thirty years. A fellow-country- 
man, General Guderian, has fittingly passed judgment 
upon these men as self-styled resisters to the Nazi 


regime 


statement 


I must refuse the description of resisters to 
men who merely whispered in corners that they were 


of a different opinion Too many Germans, indeed 
ure trying to exeulpate themselves by blaming Hitler 
und the Allies for the disasters they themselves helped 
to bring upon Germany—thereby creating yet another 
dangerous legend of the German people's blamelessness. 


1. F. Db. M, 


Death of a Legend: 
Chartie 
Mr. de Polnay's title is over-alarming; this is no 
essay in debunkery of the “boy born to be king.” 
True, the book concentrates on the dégringolade at the 
expense of the 


The True Story of Bonny Prince 
Peter de Polnay. Hamish Hamilton, 18)- 


harshness or 
It contains what 
must be the best extant account of those incompre- 


without 
rancour towards its unhappy hero 


romance, but 


hensible seventeen years when the Prince wandered 
ibout Europe in opéra bouffe incognito, behaving so 
strangely as to suggest that the twin disasters of the 
Forty-five and his arrest and expulsion from France 
had slightly unhinged his mind. Here, however, is a 
moving study of the tormented émigré, “fundamentally 


i: patriotic Briton,” shrewd on major issues yet insanely 
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excited over trifles 
some of the facts 


It is not Mr. de Polnay’s fault if 

the Prince's morbid yanity, his 

treatment of his women, his pathological pig-headed- 

ness, his The 

and despite 

the Legend has not died; in all 
Hu. B 


sombre soaking—are unpalatable. 
remarkable thing is that despite them all 
Mr. de Polnay's title 


probability it never will 


The Ballet Called Swan Lake. 


Beaumont, 25 


Cyril Beaumont oO. W 


A detailed and well-illustrated study of Swan Lake, 
containing a transcript of the original book by Begichev 
and Geltser as well as Petipa’s book and the score of 
the Petipa-Ivanov choreography with which we are 
familiar. Mr. Beaumont makes it clear that it is to 
that we owe all that is best and most char- 
acteristic in the choreography, all that makes it so 
ecomplete an expression of the spirit of Tchaikovsky's 
score—the poetry, the haunting melancholy and the 
essential Russian-ness of the lakeside scenes. 


Ivanov 


Swan 


Lake is undoubtedly Ivanov’s masterpiece, and remains 


a lasting source of inspiration to others. Mr. Beaumont 


rightly puts in a plea for the restoration of the long- 
abolished swans, since they are dramatically essential 


and need not necessarily “swim” on the water in 


reverse or in jerks with tails in air. His book—a labour 
of love that, owing to the inaccessibility of Russian 


archives, has taken seven years to complete—will bring 


both interest and pleasure to lovers of this beautiful 
ballet D.C. B 


SHORTER NOTES 


My Life’s History Moses. Edited by Otto 
Kallir André Deutach, 21 The wise and homely auto- 
biography of a remarkable woman who, after a life of child- 
bearing and chores as a farmer's wife, was recognized as a 
painter at eighty and is still painting, and an idol of America, 
at ninety-two Sixteen of her pictures, reproduced in colour, 
should convince most critics that she is, artistically, something 
more than a curiosity 

My Dear Timothy: 
His Grandson. 
stimulating and 


Grandma 


An Autobiographical Letter to 
Vietor Gollancz 12/6. Brilliant, 
irritating, indecently self-revelatory 
yet withal humane and glowing with colour, this strikingly 
Jewish self-portrait is a genuine tour de force 

Red Mains’l. EF. A. Pye. Herbert Jenkina, 15/-. Active 
eacapism—not the day-dreaming kind—lies behind this tale 
of a doctor and his wife who preferred the rigours of a double 
Atlantic croasing in a 29-footer to the trials of State Medicine. 
Told with simple dignity and charm, and happily free from 
the heroics which commonly infect such accounts. 

Madame de. Louise de Vilmorin; translated by Duff 
Cooper Ribbons Collina, 7/6. The 
noted by the translator of this 
elegantly vulgar little book is more discerningly captured by 
a clever illustrator in an atmosphere of red mahogany and 
chenille 


Gollancz, 
almost 


Drawings by lan 
“strange, timeless quality” 


An otherwise unemployed mondaine juggles with a 
husband and a lover; and, intending to crown the aspirations 
of the latter, loses both 
the appropriate curtain 

1l Ironmonger Lane. Dawe and Adrian 
Oswald. Hutchinson, 10/6. Enlightened London firm rebuild- 
ing on a City site from the foundations, arranged for controlled 
excavation so that no evidence of earlier building should be 
destroyed Results here competently analysed by Mr. Oswald 
were so rewarding that a full history of the site was com- 
miasioned 


A Dumas fils death-bed brings down 


Donovan 


Valuable, especially to students, as a compact 
example of modern research method Other rebuilders 
please copy! 

The Forgotten Tramcar, and Other Drawings. Emett. 
Faber, 12/6 


A new collection (the seventh) of Emett's drawings 
from Punch 
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THE MOODIE 
CHRONICLES 
Quiet Christmas 


HOPPING, at any time of the 
year, was one of my great-aunt’s 
major activities, and to it she 
brought all her great stores of cun- 
ning, hardihood and perseverance. 
She excelled especially at textiles, 
and I can still call to mind a vivid 
picture of the long counters moun- 
tainously heaped with disordered 
cloth, the perspiring line of assist- 
ants bearing bale upon bale towards 
us, and Great-aunt Susan eternally 
passing the stuff between thumb and 
forefinger as she ruminated upon her 
next preposterous demand. “Only 
the thirty-six inch?” she would 
say eventually. “How very incon- 
siderate! In Mr. Pocock’s time there 
was always a fifty-four!” And we 
would move on, perhaps to the 
Lampshade Department, where she 
would require for inspection an 
article tucked away in the farthest 
corner of a distant window, only to 


find that it was one of a pair and 
therefore not to be considered—or 
the only one of its kind and con- 
sequently quite out of the question. 


This rarefied, triple-distilled 
form of trading, in which nothing 
ever changed hands, became, in time, 
something of an obsession, so that 
about December 12, when the 
first Christmas parcels began to 
arrive—from Great-aunt Maud 
Bang, who always posted early—we 
were thrown into a state of confusion 
and uproar, and Auntie George was 
ordered to produce “the List.” 

This was a formidable document 
containing upwards of sixty names 
of persons who, for one reason or 
another, might legitimately expect 
to be remembered. Its belated ap- 
pearance announced that Christmas 
was upon us. 

“Cousin Plinlimmon?” my 
great-aunt would say, pursing her 
lips. ‘‘What did we send him last 
year?” 

“A Christmas card. He didn’t 
send you anything the year before.” 
“Well, that's all right-———” 

“But last year he sent a brace 
of pheasants .. .” 


“What did we send him the 
year before that?” 

“We didn’t send anything.” 

“Oh! Why was that?” 

“It may have been the year 
after he sent us the two free-sample 
pots of raspberry jam.” 

“Then we could send him the 
complimentary cigar the wine mer- 
chant sent with last year’s bottle of 
port.” 

“But he doesn’t smoke.” 

“T really don’t see that we can 
help that! It is, after all, the thought 
that counts.” 

And the cigar would be sent off, 
and next year Cousin Plinlimmon 
would counter with two packets of 
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Sere pee 


bird-seed, or a gallery ticket for an 
all-in wrestling match. 

Fortunately Auntie George was 
able to deal with a large proportion 
of the List herself, merely submit- 
ting the details to her mother for 
approval. These were the people we 
called the L.W. and Hs (Lavender 
Water and Handkerchiefs), with 
whom it was simply a matter of 
keeping records, graduating the size 
of the bottle according to the degree 
of consanguinity, occasionally vary- 
ing with a bottle of eau-de-Cologne 
to avoid any suggestion of the 
mechanical, and sometimes adding 
a handkerchief for meritorious 
service. The great thing about this 











section of the List was that its 
members played aceording to the 
rules. Once, it is true, Aunt Bitty 
so far forgot herself—or mislaid her 
own list—as to send Aunt Clara the 
identical bottle of scent she had 
Great-aunt Susan 
the year before; but generally the 
bottles moved freely about the 
country in a vaguely circular 
manner which more or less ensured 
that they would never get as far aa 
the original donor—and we, I think, 
the only members of the 
habitually to mark all our 
presenta with a secret, almost un- 
detectable sign at the bottom right- 
hand corner of the label. 

The system had the additional 
wivantage of being readily adjust- 
able, so that without any trouble 
the year Aunt Potter inherited the 
shares all that was neces- 
sary was to increase the size of the 
bottle 
brand 


received from 


were 


family 


brewery 
select a more expensive 
and include a fine lace hand. 
kerchief and a letter of warm regard 

with a postscript about Cousin 
Herbert's education and who was 
going to pay his fees, 

The real trouble began when we 
Maud Bang, 
chieftainess of our lesser brethren, 
the Hope Street Moocdies. 

| am determined to bury the 
hatchet 


came to Great-aunt 


Great-aunt Susan would 
say cach year; in fact the hatchet 
was but rather its 
blade was lightly sprinkled with 
artificial frost and concealed in a 
that made it the 


never buried, 


mannet more 
cle milly 
Kach Great-aunt 


would resolve to start really early in 


year Susan 


quest of something suitably repul 
sive; but almost always she failed to 
do so, and very often she found 
herself so devoid of ideas that, when 
we were all abed, she would 
covertly open Great-aunt Maud's 
parcel and next day dash out in 
search of a reply. For a time this 
worked well enough ; the dowdy old 
brown shawl was answered with a 
pair of rough grey bed-socks, the 
ghastly photograph of little Norah 
and Arthur Bang was countered 


with a sheet of multiple photos of 


myseif and Cousin Herbert, the 
bottle of smelling-salts by a pro- 
prietary brand of stomach powder 
Then, one year, Great-aunt Maud 
Bang’s parcel failed to appear and 
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Christmas crept up on us almost un- 
noticed. As a result, the last few days 
were spent in a quite chaotic whirl of 
disorder, and the parcel that should 
gone to Aunt Potter was 
dispatched to Great-aunt Maud. 
The mistake was discovered 
when Maud telephoned on Christ- 
mas morning 
bottle ! 


have 


“Such a lovely big 
she said. “And an invita- 
tion to come and stay in the New 
Year! We’ if you're 
sure into 
little 

That was the quietest Christmas 
we ever had We couldn't stop 
thinking of the packet of hair-pins 
the nail-file that must have 
been sent to Aunt Potter. 


d love to come 
you can fit 


us all your 


house!’ 


and 


ROBIN 


was onee a robin 
He did 


not yearn 
It was not that 


He merely was 


who mo « 


his heart was wholly 


nm certain 


onscience had 


work for others’ weal; 


bad, 


ways, a heel 


He never visited the sick and poor 
With bowls of soup, to ask them how they fared; 
He hopped about and whistled like a boor 


And let them perish 


He hopped about 
He helped himself. 
And Robin last 
And cocked his head 


That 


and filled 


was all he cared. 


his fat inside 


He thought of Robin first 
He chortled in his pride, 
and chirruped fit to burst. 


Yet people loved this horrid robin so, 


They laughed to see him bounce upon his wall 
While philanthropic spinsters, grey with woe, 
Did virtuous works and 


not loved at all 
R. P. Lister 


were 
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yennr s choice is 


BATTERY 


TRUCKS 





SIMPLE TO OPERATE 
A youth can learn to operate the simple controls in a few 





CHEAP TO RUN 
The only ‘fuel’ cost is battery charging: a few pence per 8 
hour day for platform trucks—tess than 2/- for 2-ton Fork 
Lift trucks. 

SPEEDY 

instant starting. High acceleration. Quick manceuvring 
EASY TO MAINTAIN 


Battery charged automatically and correctly without 
supervision. Simpletruck design calls for little maintenance 
which is easily carried out by existing 
staff. Specialist fitters 


lessons 
FUMELESS AND CLEAN 
No contamination of air, factory or of goods in production 


RELIABLE 

Can work three 8-hour shifts a day. No frequent 
overhauls. Electric motor and accessory electrical 
equipment will work for months without more 
than routine inspection. Battery will complete its 
working life without overhaul. No unscheduled 


time out of service 


SAFE 
No inflammable fuel. No sparks. 








* For mechanical handling at lowest cost 


ELECTRIC TRUCKS POWERED BY 


Exide-lronclad 


BATTERIES 
Guaranteed for 4 years 


sledly discuss with you any aspect of electric traction 





The Battery Traction Dept. of Chtoride Batreries Limited, Exide Works, Clifton function fear Manchester, will 
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WE'LL GET OFF 

AT THE FOURTH A 

FLOOR AND SEE > ESS" | " 
“o SS! 

OUR NEW a 

ACCOUNTS vert. \{$\_ — 
Ss a al 

ALL THE t 

PARTITIONS 

& FURNITURE 

ARE STEEL By 


Sankey-Sheldon 


OF COURSE 


HEAD OFFICE 
SANKEY-SHELDON, LTD., 46, CANNON STREST 
LONDON, E.c.4 
Tel.: CITy 4477 (10 lines) 





Settle yourself down in your beach-chair. Comfortable”? 
Good, Sun-glasses at hand, cool drink nearby? Excellent 
All ready to forget your worries, relax and enjoy yourself ’ 
Fine. Where are you? Why, anywhere you choose — 
Portugal, Spain, Bermuda, Miami, Livingstone, Rio, 
Sydney How did you get here? By B.O.A.C., of course 


Fly overnight to Sunshine by B.O.A.C. 


Fast, frequent B.O.A.C. services fly you to the sunniest 
parts of all six continents — to almost anywhere under the 
sun. Your flight is swift and smooth, aboard a luxurious 
4-engined B.O.A.C. airliner, fully-pressurized to fly at 
fine-weather heights. Your delicious meals and excellent 
mealtime drinks are free. The service is superlative. No tips 





For 236 guineas ... you may enjoy a glorious 18-day 
holiday visiting Bermuda all travel paid and living expenses 
too. Ask for details of special winter sunshine all-in tours 


Consult your local B.O.A.C. Appointed Agent or B.O.A.C., 
dirpwavs Terminal, Victoria, S.W 1 (WiCteria 2322) ar 
7S Regent Street, W.1 (MA Yfair 6611) 


a - pet he é ~ , z 
ROAC. TAKES GOOD CARE OF You - 
At the Hunt today the New Elizabethans 


crown their enjoy ment W ith 
eeivisa BY + ‘A- Pe g a 
Tre THREE CASTLES 


BRITISH OVERSEAS AIRWAYS CORPORATION 


* W. 0. & H. O. Wills, Brench of The Imperic! Tebecce Co. (of Greet Britain & ireland), Led. 


* 











( Ihe Ostrich. travellers recall 
Ohjoys his (juinness. glass and all. 


(How sad the Guinness lakes so long 


~~ ‘ ‘ 
lo gel to where tt makes lum strong! 
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ETA REEDS 


V Indian firm making paper from eta 
reeds found considerable difficulty 
in bleaching the fibre and in producing 


paper of satisfactory quality. Experi- 


mental manufacture on a full-scale plant 


was expensive and also meant taking 


the plant off normal production for a 


long period. Accordingly, the firm 


turned to LC.I the 


(India) by whom 
enquiry was referred to the I.C.1. technical 


England. A 


quantity of boiled eta pulp was then 


service organisation in 
shipped to this country for trials. 
It was sent first to I.-C.1. General 
Chemicals Division at Runcorn 
who developed a_ successful 
The bleached 


sent to LC.L. 


bleaching process. 


pulp was then 


Dyestuffs 


Division, who maintain in 


Manchestera small papermaking machine 
as part of their normal technical service 


to the paper industry. Tests showed that 


the white obtained bleaching was as 


stable 


light as that of the bleached 


cotton pulp used in the manufacture 


4 high-grade papers. After a number 


of trials, using eta fibre alone and in 


mixtures, samples of paper and details 
of the way in which the various pulp 
mixtures behaved on the papermaking 
machine 
As a 


culties 


India. 
difti- 


overcome and the 


were sent to 


result, the original 
were 
manufacturer in India was able 
to make 


paper of the quality 


required, 
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(p choosing - 


it’s my privilege 


‘No more taking just 
anything that’s oltered! 
Now | choose 

and insist up n 

the blends | preter : 


Hornimans Rich & Fragrant, 


<i 


Superb Cooking 


ESSE’S famous ‘heat storage’ ensures full cooking Fo sg 

facilities day and night — with no daily lighting, no and Hornimans Distinctive, 
oven flues to clean, and modern thermostatic 

control. j 


, 
a real connoisseur s tea; 


the family’s favourite.”’ 





Constant Hot Water 


All the hot water you want — for washing-up plus 
three hot baths in 24 hours—and al! this for 
roughly } Ib. coke per hour ! 





Incidentally, ESSE users may apply for additional 
fuel for their cookers. 


2-oven ESSE Fairy with boiler £91.4.9. Without 
boiler £79.2.0. Monthly terms. Platerack and 
back panel extra. 4-oven models also available 
Ask today for post free catalogue. 


The Esse Cooker Company SS 
Prop: Smith & Wellstood Limited 


Est. 1854. Bonnybridge, Scotland 


London : 63 Conduit Street, W.1 
and at Liverpool, Edinburgh, Glasgow 
and Dublin. 


W. H. & F. J. HORNIMAN & CO. LTD., LONDON, N.1. EST. 1826 
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ECCLES Cnncunce a Hew - 7 2 ovnin 
HAND PALLET TRUCK Bim wi? St 9 


Designed t© make «! your pallets mobile ,] re s arate tea 
leven © narrow gangwey) ot an amazingly 4 
low cost, One tom capacity Mydravik 2 re 
Modets svaisbie shortly 
Designed, manufactured and distributed 
Ps . probiem issoived. Here i# “ Hawkins 
RB oa @ Ser hae Tinee™ —the new automatic tea maker, to 
pee you wrth yum ease mornin low iping 
SCELES (BeBONNONAM LTB, at your bedside. » Ti boils the 
water, makes the tea, switches Ttself off and 
Telephone aime Norton Lim (F BK) rings the alarm = Fully guaranteed 
Also obtainable is the famous De Luxe “ Hawkins 
a) Tecail” Electric Clock, Reading Lamp and Auto- - = 
° . - matic tea maker combination Ht really is a won- 
4 derful invention Printed details from makers (Hawkins ) 
verall width 14 L. 6. HAWKING & CO. LTD. , 90°95 Drory Lane, London, W.C.2 - TIFFEE 


AS TELEVISED! 75/- Fem en tee 
Comfort... for Current Carrying in —NIGROID: 


4 The original Liquertce and ll 
Convenience 

ve | TRANSPORT 
siders the cal- _. ALN» 

culated comfort 

of this light, 

strong, easy to 

handle whee! 

chair, it is 

surprising 

to learn that, when not in 
use, it folds away into such 
a very small space. 




















Power breakdown must not be al- 
lowed to disorganise public trans- 
port. That is why * Pyrotenax ” 
electric cable is used in power and Soothing and helpful for buski- gq @ 
sub-stations that supply the current guliet for save theoate aos ae Sly 
used by tram, train and trolleybus. ’ Cp cea oy i 
ee ee containers grail Chemists Od. 
| liable ; moreover, it is fire-resistant, 4 sanupag 


= MANUPFA URER 
and needs no maintenance. FERRIS 4CO.,LTO.,BRISTOL,?2 


a if you are « business man, write for booklet 
a r e S$ “Curreat Carrying -~ if an engineer, for our 
imMVALIO FURRIT UG 


fechnrcal dota. 














Whether in rolls, flat packets 
meokers of fine mvalid furniture or interleaved sheets 
a fer ewer (00 yeors / . 
125-129, GREAT PORTLAND o. 


Va Us, Sem bee comoon,w : : NOVIO 
By Apporntment invalid Peak ail - » 11 - 


ture or sufacturert to the fate 
George V! 











is the best value Toilet Paper 


Ploncatachellim’s a \ 


GENUINE MADRAS 3 } ' 


CURRY POWDER a ; Wy . MY LIFE LOST BUT FOR 


Peacock Brand |p i NU SWIFT 7 
FROM Ali GOOD GROCERS AND STORES 7 MH 
ae : y © a “A match struck...an explosion... 
ro enaXx petrol-sprayed | became a livin 
SPECIAL LATHER e 


torch...out my 13-year old Nu-Swi 
Extinguisher saved me from agonizing 
TANT. TROUBLE-FREE ELECT f : wiTnns ; death.’’ Everyone has too many fire 

tlm mae | risks. What would you have done ? 
; NAX LIM N.TYN Pr 4ebb 12447 NU-SWIFT LTD. + ELLAND - 

















, COPPER COVERED MINERAL INSULATED CARLES 
SEMSITIVE Sutin | : , 





SWAIN STICA 


you SAVE 90% = {  RHEUMATISM 


ON THE FIRST-CLASS FARE EASE 
BY TRAVELLING MAILSHIP TO 


squTH AFRICA 
in MAY ano JUNE ELLIMANDS 


dugust or September) 


UNION- -CASTLE EMBROCATION 


Heed Office: 3 Fenchurch Street London tc Telephone: MAN 9104 Price 1/10 and 2/10 per bottle everywhere 
West End Patsenge Agency 125 Palit malt S.W.! or Agents ek 





and DISPEL the PAIN 
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THE MAN .. THE MACHINE .. AND PARMEKO 
‘ 


DAISEE JUTE 


Whisker! Dorin @S 


It certainly was the cat's whiskers to those who gazed into In 

the crystal and saw a great radio industry. In those early ¢ @ 

days of 2LO men had little more than faith—and an idea. 

urmeko, young then, have also grown great in their own [2 reese Mes 
small way, in their specialised way—with transformers ; 

helping, with compact efficiency, radio and those other . 

industries where electronic and electrical equipment must 


he efficient or cannot “be.” 


PARMEKO >of LEICESTER 


Makers of Transformers for the Electronic and Electrical Industries 


. FROM reindeer, sleighs, bells that jingle, eyes 
| fAtnat twinkle and chimneys, your Father Christmas 


| has always needed a sack. He's not the only one. Sacks 


& g . , a ’ lamorous, unprepossessing sack 
To keep regular | ©) |—unsung, ung 


i indispensable in modern times. And sacks are made of 
take ENO’S | 








fois hessian. And tarpaulin. Your carpet is backed by 
© \jute; and your linoleum. Your shoes, probably,.are lined 


t, refreshing ENO’S “Fruit 2s 2 |with it. And Savile Row, even, will put it in your suit. 
Pleasan’ > ns 

Salt” is the gentle corrective most of \ ‘ J. *| Remember, as you look around, how much w 

us need to keep the system regular. 4 abstentions 
ENO’S is particularly suitable for ; Jo P/> | this hard-working stuff. A piece of string on your finger 
children—and for anyone with a ; . 

delicate stomach. Mey EER 4) would remind you. That’s probably jute too! 

ENO’S will safely relieve over-acidity, a Yt 0 8-0, | 

most frequent cause of indigestion, heart- 

burn and flatulence. “ Fruit Salt” is 


soothing and settling to the stomach upset Sa rq) 
by unsuitable food or drink. Feo. et 
A dash of ENO’S “Fruit Salt” at any Be e Se 2228229000 


time of day makes a sparkling, invigorating ; : eS LTD 
health-drink. To feei better —and look bs | JU 

better — keep fit, fresh and regular with 

your ENO’S. 


o | makers of bags and sacks; twines, cords and ropes; jute carpets and 

no ru ' a | furnishi ng fabrics ; belting and webbing; and yarn for carpets; cloth for backing 
linoleum, for tarpaulins, roofing felt, dampcourses and plasterer’s scri 

THE GENTLE ANTACID LAXATIVE | ¢ 3 


: 4 \Th n ation of jute t b Z j ae 
2/6d. Regular Size—Family Size (double the quantity) 4/6d. tides a eee ee 
‘gure IMOUSTRIES LTO., MEADOW PLACE SUILDINGS, DUNDEE 

















**Vight after night! 
He nearly drove 


us demented!*’ 


It is one thing to know the reason for your baby's 
fretfulness and another to find the right food to soothe 
his sensitive stomach, Benger’s Food, because it is partially 
pre-digested, modifies cow's milk to resemble human 
milk —a unique principle not to be found in other 
infant foods — and brings relief and calm to a delicate 


digestion. 


BENGERS 


The only food that digests milk 
before you drink it 
I imited 


Holmes Chapel Cheshire 


Assets exceed £100 000,000 


Ensure a good education 
for your child 


The Standard “Public Schools” Policy 
effected now will secure 


£40 A SCHOOL TERM 
FOR FIVE YEARS 


from the date when your child goes to school, irrespective of what 
the future may hold tor you 


The period of tiv 


years mentioned can be extended or curtailed 
as desired 


University fees can be assured as well as those for Preparatory 
and Public Schools 


Write, giving as full particulars as possible of education 
envisaged, with dates of birth of parent and child, to 


Ti 


STANDARD LIFE 


ASSURANCE COMPANY 
Head Office: 3 George Street Edinburgh 
London Office: 3 Abchurch Yard, Cannon Street, E.C.4 


Branches throughout the Umted Kingdom and Canada 
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The Hotpoint Washing 
Machine which can alse he 


fitted with e rotary 


How nice 

to have 

time that 

is entirely free 

even on Ww ashday 

It's the quickest, 

cleanest, simplest way in 

the world to wash and it's 

a Hotpoint Your clothes are 
cleaner and they last heaps longer 

You will be more than thankful you bought a Hotpoint 


maka time for You 


THE HOTPOINT ELECTRIC APPLIANCE CO LTD 
PETERBOROUGH ENGLAND 

LONDON OFFICE & SHOWROOMS CROWN HOUSE, ALDWYCH 

SCOTLAND. WEST CAMPBELL STREET. GLASGOW  EIRE: SUFFOLK STREET. 


DUBLIN BIRMINGHAM BOURNEMOUTH BRISTOL CARDIFF LEEDS 
MANCHESTER NEWCASTLE NORWICH NOTTINGHAM READING 





PLEASE TICK LITERATURE REQUIRED 

g Machine, lroning Machines, Clothes Dryer 
s. Water Heaters, Cleaners, Toasters, trons. 
mg Rings. Fans. Kitchen Sinks and Cabinets. 
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-_ on 


| yee pm ileond 
“neve e yY ln’ 


Floors and furniture throughout Britain 
bear testimony to MANSION'’S unvary- 
ing quality, the lasting beauty that it 
creates and the pleasant and hygienic 


Art Dessert 


CHOCOLATE ASSORTMENT 


a@ compliment to Good Taste 


C. KUNZLE LTD., BIRMINGHAM, E} 


At the first shiver, sneeze or sniffic, 

attack with ‘Anadin} the balanced 

formula* that gives you quick, longer- 

lasting results than from plain aspirin! Down 

comes the temperature, up go your spirits: 

headache and shivers are quickly relieved. Taken in time ‘Anadin’ will 

stop many a cold developing —and will reduce the severity and 
duration of all colds. 


ANADIN 
acts fast/. 


* because the balanced formula blends aspirin with phenacetin — for RAPID relief 
that lasts longer. And it includes caffeine and quinine, two stimulants which cut 
out the depressing after-effects so often felt after taking old-fushioned remedies. 





atmosphere it promotes. 


MANSION is so easy and economical 
For Dark Floors use DARK MANSION ~ 





the Father of British Racehorses 


pulled a water cart in Paris? 


Thoroughbreds in Europe, America 

and Australia al! trace their ancestry 
in direct male line to three Eastern 
horses. One of these, the Godolphin 
Barb was found under the most 
peculiar circumstances 

While walking through Paris in 1730, 
Mr. Coke, a Norfolk gentleman, found 
the Barb collapsed from hunger and 
exhaustion while pullinga water cart. 
Out of pity he bought the horse. He 
was astonished to learn from an Arab 
employed by the Sultan of Morocco 
that the horse was of the finest blood 
and a present from his master to the 
King of France 








Om YOU KNOW thet for over half « 
century the House of Cope has provided an 
unrivalled service for sportemen on 
courtesy, integrity and dependability! Write 
NOW for our illustrated brochure 


NO LIMIT * ALL POSTAGE PAID 
| Bets by Telephone, Letter & Telegram 





DAVID COPE LTD. Ludgate Circus, £.C4 


A PROUD SPIRIT. The King's grooms 
however found the stallion wild and 
untameable and in an attempt to 
break his proud spirit had put him to 
pulling a vegetable cart for the head 
chef at Versailles. When even this 
failed to subdue him, he was sold to 
the water carrier who had tried to 
starve him into submission. 

Mr. Coke sent the horse back to 
England where it was nursed back to 
health. On its owner's death, the 


YOU CAN DEPEND ON 


COPES 


The Worlds Best Known Turf Accountonts 
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What 


bars. the mechanical 


equally convineingly 


anv loose material. 


at a time. carrying 
it where required. 


: 
handling. 


A typical instance of the ability of these Bulk Loaders 
occurred over a recent weekend during which two 
machines like the one illustrated above handled the 
rush discharge of a shipment of 1,750 tons of Rock 
Phosphate in day shift working from Saturday noon 
until noon of the following Tuesday. The peak 


COVENTRY CLIMAX ENGINES LTD 


with 


scooping 


the fork truck will do with boxes and 


Bulk 


will 
ash. 


1000 


Loader do 


salt. ore. or 


ibs. 


tipping 


sad 
it. lifting and 


Bulk loading speeds 


cuts costs, 


Clima 


BULK LOADER 


operation was on Sunday (9 a.m. to 7 p.m.) when 640 
tons were handled in the 9 working hours. The 
illustration shows the operation in progress at Messrs. 
Edward Webb and Son Ltd., of Saltney, Chester. 
We will gladly send an illustrated folder describing 
this operation. 


(DEPT A). COVENTRY. ENGLAND 
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